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_ ThePrologue. 


Chorns. 


1/0 bouſholds both alike in dignity, 

(T1 faire Verona where we lay our Scene ) 
From auncient 2rudoe breake toneW mutinte, 
11'here ciuill bloud makes cull hands Þncleanc: 
From forth he fatall laynes of theſe two foes, 
Ap aire of, ſ[tarre- roſl ioerstake tbeir life: 

FW hoſe miſaquentur d pitti0us ouertbro wes, 

Doth with their death bury their Parents itrife, 

T1 be feareful paſsage of their death-markt lone, 

And the continuance of their Parent s rave, 

Which but their Childrens end nought could remone: 
Is now the two houres traficque of our Stage. 

T be which if you with patient eares attend, 


VV hat bere Jhalmiſse, our toile ſhall ſtriue to mcnds 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregoric, with Swords and Backlcrs, of ths 
horſe of Capulct. | 


Amp Gregerie,on my word weelc notcarry Coles, 
SG: #. No,torchen we ſhould be Collyers, 
Sp. Lmeane,and we be in choller,weele draws 
Greg. Iwhileyouliue,draw your necke out of choller: 
Samp. I ſtrike quickly being moued, 
Greg. Butthou art not quickly moued to ſtrike. 
Samp Adog ofthe houſe of Aoxntague moves me, _ 
| Grey, Tomouecisto ſtirre,and to be valiant,is to ſtand. 
Thictctorcitthou art moued thou runſt away. ; 
Semp. Adog ofthat houſe ſhall moue me to ſtand: 
I will take the wall of any man ormaide of Aounteguer, 
Greg, T hat ſhewes thee a weake ſlaue,for the weakeſt goes 


tothe wall. : | 
| Samp, Tistrue, and therefore women beingthe weaker 


yveſl«Isare cuct thruſt tothe wall:thereforelT willpuſh Afony- 
ragwes men from the wall,and thruſt his maidesto the wall, 

: | Gre, The quarrell is betwezne our maſters, and vs their men. 

-  Samp.T1s all oncI will ſhew my ſclfea tyrang,when I haye 
fought withthe men,] will be cituill with the maides,] willcuc - 
off their heads i 2p Wt ee oh 
: \ ATIVE. Ag © Grepe..:The 
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Grege, The headcsof the maids. 

Saw;p. I the heads otthe maids ,Or their maizdenheads ;take 
:t10 what ſence thou wilt. 

Grego. They mult take it ſenſe, that fecleit. : 

Sazp, Me they ſhall feele while I amable to ſtand, and tis 
knowne 1 ama pretty peecc of fleſh, 
| Gree, Tis well thou art not filh, ifthou kad(t, chou hadſt 
been poore Iohn:draw thy toole here comes pf the houſe of 
Alountagitey | 

Enter twoother ſerningmen- 

Samp.My naked weapon 1s Out,quarrell,I will back thee 
| Gre.How,turne thy, backe and runune: 
| $.emp, Feare me not, 

* Gre, No marric, 1 feare thee. | 

 Samp.Let vs take the Law otour lides,let them begj. , 
Et Gre.Il will trawn as I pale by,& letthemrakce 1t as they lift. 
RE Samp,Nay as they dare, | wil bite my chumbat them, which 
3s adilaraceto them if they beare it, 
=, Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 
| | SawpI doe bitemy thumb fir, 


_ A CC I COA CS on —— 
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 Abra, Doe you bite your thumb ar vs ſr? 
Szmp,1s the Law ot our {ide if 11ay Iz 
ws me. |] 
Sxp.Nofir,I doe got bite my thumbeat ycu lir,butTbite 
my thumbe far, ff | 
Gre,Doe you quarrell ſir? 
Abra, Quarrell ſir,no fir. 
. ___ $a,Butit youdofir, Lamtor you, Iſcrueas good amIasj ou, 
Abra.No better, 
Samp.V Wellkr, Emer Benuols9. p 


Gre, Sav better, here comes one of my Mailters kinsnwn. . 
S$.,,msy.Yes bctterlir, S 


 Abra. Youlic. | 
$.2ap.Draw if you be men,Gregorie, remembe hy waſhing 


oh lowe, | T bey fights 
p Zen Part fooles,put vp your ſwords,you know: not what | 
rod do. | || — © ob | 


| | 
Bo | 
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of Romeo and Iliet: 


Enter Tibalt, oc 

Tubalt. VVhat art thou drawne among theſe hartdeſſe binds: 
rurne thee Benxolio, look vpon thy death. 

Ben, 1doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy ſword, 
or mannage it to part theſe men with me. 

Tiwb. V Vhact drawne and talke of peacczL hatc the word, 
as | hate hell,all Alſountaoues and thee: 

Have at the coward. 
Enter three or foure Citizens with clubror party/ons, | 

Offs. Clubs, Þilles and P artifons, ſtrike, beate them downe 
Down ne with the Capulcts,downe with the Mountagues 

Emer oldCapuletin bis gowne,and his W fe. 
Caps V Vhat noyſe 1schis?gue me my long {word hoe, . 
wife, Acrowch,acrowch,w hy call you tor aſword? 
Can, My ſword I ſay,old Mountagae 15 come, 
And ſlorithes his blade in ſpight ot me. 
Enter vid Nlountague and his wiſe, 

7 foun, T hou villaine Capaler, huld me nor,let me go, 
M.ic. 2. Thouthalt not ſtr one foote to {ecke a toe. 
Enter Pre txkales, with his traie. 

Prince. Revellious ſubietts enemies topeace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-itained ſteele, 

VVillthey not heare2w hatho,you men, youbeaſts: 
That q uench the fire of y ourpernicious rage, 
VVith purple ftouutainesiiſuing trom your veines? 
On paine of torture fromchoſe bloudy hands, 
Throw your muſternpered weapons tothe ground, 
And heare the (entence of your moued Prince. 

Þ free ctuill brawles bred vtan ayrie word, 
By theeold Capalet and Aleuntague, 
Hauc thrice diiiturbde the quiet of our ſtreets, 

Aid Mace Teronas auncient Citizens, 

Caſt by thetr zraue beleeming ornaments, 
To w1eid oldp7 ?12ans,in hands as old, 
Caucred with pe. ce,to part? our cancred hate, 
Itcucr vou ditt our itreets agaiuic, 


Your 
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Yourliuesſhallpay the forfeit of the peace, 

For thistime all the relt depart away; 

You Cap#ler ſhall gocalong withme, 

- AndcHMommaegnecome youtlis attecnoone, 

| - To know our Fathcrspleſurcin this calc: 

To'old Fice-towne,cur conwon judgment placey 
Once more on paiue ot death,all men depart, 


| Fxexnnt, 
AMown: Who ſet thisauncieut quarrell new abroach? 
 Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began? 
Ben, Here were the {cruants of your aduerſarie 
And yours clole fighting cre] did approach, 
I ecew to part them,in the inſtant came 
The ficry Trbalt, with his ſword prepard, 
+ = Whichas he breath'ddefianceto my eares, 
b- _ _Hefivong about his head and cut the windes, 
bp - _ Who nothing hure withall, hilt him in (corne: 
| While we were enterchanging thruſts and blowes, 
Came more and more,and toughton part and part, 
| Till the Prince came ,whoparted either part, | 
| Wife, O where 15 Romes,law you him to day? 
|  Rizhrgladaml,he was not at thisfray, - _ 
 _ Ben, Madam.anhoure before the worſhipt Sun, 
Pcerde forth the golden window of the Eaſt, 
A rroubled mind draue me to walke abroad, 
Where vnderneath the groue of Syramour, 
T hat Weltward rooteth from this City (ide: > - 
 Soearly walking did Ifce your ſonne, _ 4 
Towards him 1 made, buthe was ware of me, 
And'({toleinto the coucrt of the wood, 
| Imcaſuring his affe&ionsby my owne, | 
Which then molt ſought, where mo{t might nor be found; 
Being one to0 many by my weary (clfe, 
Purſued my honour,not purluing his, 
[11 And gladly ſhunned, who gladly fled fromme, 
7 | Mount, Many amorning hath hethere beene ſeene, . 
ht. YVit  þ} 
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of Romeo and Iuliet. ” 


With tearesangmenting the freſh mornings deaw; 
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe lighes, 
But all ſo ſoone as the all checring Sunne, 
 Shonldinthe fartheſt Eaſt begin to draw, 
The ſhadic curtainestrom Anroras bed, 
Away from light ſtcales home my heauy ſonne, - 
And private1n his Chamber pennes himſclte, 
Shuts vp his windowes, lockes faire day-lightout, 
And makes himſcite an artificiall night, : 
Blacke and portendous mult this humor proue, 
Vnlcſle good counſellmiy the cauſe remoue. 
Ben. My noble vacle doe you know the cauſe? 
Afeun. I neither know it,ngr can learne of him. 
Zen, Haue youimportunde him by any meanes? 
Aloun, Both by my ſclteand many other friends, 
But he his own aftections counſcller, ; 
Is ro himiſelfe(l will not ſay how true) 
Butto himſeltcſo ſecretand ſo cloſe, 
So farrc from {ounding and diſcouery, 
As is the bud bit with an cauious worme, 
Ere he can ſpread his (weete leaues to the ayre;, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the ſame. 6 
Could we but lcarne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 
We would as-willingly giue curc,as know. 
Enter Romeo, 
Eenx. Sce where he comes,ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 
Ile know his grecuanceor be much degide. | 
Aſoun, | would thou wertſo happy by thy ſlay, 
To heare truc ſhritt,come Madam lets away. 
| TE E xexnt. 
Benuol, Good morrow Couſin. 
Romeo, Is the day ſo young? 
' Ben. But new ſtrooke nine. 1 
Remeo. Ay me (ad houres ſeemelong: 
Was that my father that wenthence ſo faſt? 
Ben- It was : what ſadneslengthens Romees hovres? 


B. Row” Not 


Where (hall we dine? O me: what tray was here? | 


| Heres :much to doe with hate, bur more with loue: 
_ . Why then O bxawhng loue, Olquing hate, 
 O any ching of nothing farſt created: 
: O heauic ightnelſle, ſerious vanity, 
 Miſhapen Chaos of welſecing tormes, 


Then oft limentcble T rage lie 


Ro, Not hauin [4 that, which hauing,makes them ſtort, 
Ben, Ilnloue. 


Romeo Out, EE” 
Zen, Of loue. = lp | 
Rem, Out of her fauour where Tamin loue, 
Ben. Alas that louc ſo gentle jn his view, 
Should be ſotyrannousand rough in proote, 
| Romeo. Alas thatloue, whole view 15 mufticd ill 
Should without eycs,ſce pathwaies to his will: 


Yet cell me not, for I haue heard it all; 


Feather of lead, bright ſmoke,cold fier,ficke bealh, 
Still waking fleepe,that is not whatitis. 


Thus loue feelcT, that feele no Jouc in this, 


Doelt thou not laugh? ” 

Zen, No Coze,l rather weepe. 

Rem, Good heart at what? 

Zen. Atchy good harts oppreſsion. 
Romeo. Why ({uch1is loues tranſgreſgsion, 


 Griefcs of mine owne lic heauic 1n my breaſt, 


Which thou wilc propagate to haveit preaſlt, 
With more of thine, this loue that thou haſt ſhowne, 
Doth ad more griefc,to too much gf mine owne. 
Louc is a ſmoke made with the fume of lighes, 
Being purgd,a fire ſparkling inlouerseyes, 
Being vext,aſca nour.ſhtwith louing teares, 
What is it elſc?a madneſle,molt dilcreet, 
A choking gall,anda preſeruing {weet; 
Farewell my Coze. 
 Ben,Sott I will goe along. 
And it you leauc me ſo, you doe me wrong. 


Tut 


of Romeo and [uliet.. 
Rom, TutThaucloftmy (cle, I amnot here, 
T his1s not Romeo;hees ſome other where, 
Ben, Tcll mein ſadneſle,who is that you loue? 
Rom,V Vhat ſhalll grone and tell thee? 
Ben,Grone, why no: but ſadly tellme who? 
Roms. A ficke man in (adneſle makes his will: 
A wordill vrgd to one that is ſo ill; 
In ſadneſle Cozin, I do louea woman, 
Ben. | aymd ſo nearc, when I ſuppoſde you lou'd. 
Rows. Aright good marke man,and ſhees faire] loue. 
Ben. Aright faire marke faire Coze is ſooneſt hit. 
Romeo V Vellinthat hit you miſſe, ſheel not be hit 
V Vith Cvpids arrow,ſhe hath Dians wit: 
Andin ſtrong proofe of chaſtiue well armd,” 
From Ioues weake childiſh boy ſhe lives vach armd. 
Shee will not ſtay the ſicge of louing tcarmes, 
Nor bideth'incounter of aſlailing eyes» 
Nor opc her lap to ſain&t-ſcducing gold, 
O ſhe 15rich in beautic,onely poore, 
That when ſhe dies, with beautie dies her ſtore. : 
Ben, Then (hc hath (worne,thatſhe will ſtilllive chaſts 
Rem. She hath,andin that ſparing,makc huge walt: 
For beauty ſterv'd with her ſcuerity, 
Cuts beauty off from all poſteritie, 
She is too faire, too wiſe, wiſely too faire, 
To merit bliſſe by making mediſpaire: 
She hath forſworne to louc,and in thatyow, 
Dol liue dead, that liue torellitnow. 
Ben. Berulde by me,forget tothinke af her. | 
Rem, O teachme howT ſhould forget to thinke, 
Ro. By ging liberty vnto thine cyes, 
Examine other beauties. 
Re, Tis the way to call hers(exquiſit)in queſtion more, 
Theſchappy maskes that kiſlefaire Ladies brewes, 
Beinz blacke,puts vsin mind they hide the faire: 


He that is ſtrooken blind, cannot forget 
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The precious tteaſure of his eye-ſightloſt, 
Shew me a Miſtrille that is palling faire, : 
What doth her beauty (erue bur asa note, 
Where I may rcad who paſt that pas{ing faire: 
Farewell thou canſt not teach me to forget, _ 
Ben. llepay that doctrine,or elſe dic 1n debt. Zxeunr, 
Enter Capulct,Comnec Paris,end the clowne., 
Capn. Monntague is boundas welasT, 
'In penalty alike,and t15 not hardI thinke, 
| For men {ſo oldas wee to kecpethe peace. 
Par, Ot honourable reckoning are you both, 
And pittic tis you tu'd at odsſfo long: 
. Butnow my Lord, what ſay youto iny lute? 
Cape. Put ſaying ore whatT haue ſaid before, 
My child is yet aſtranger in the world, 
Shze hath nor ſeene the change of fourteene yeares, 
Let ewo more Summers wither in their pride 
Erc we may thinke her ripe tobe a bride. 
Pars. Younger then ſhe,arc happy mothers made, 
| Caps. And too ſoone mardare thoſ: ſo early made: 
Earch hath ſwallowed a!l my hopes but ſhe, 
Sheesthe hopefull Lady of my earth, 
Buc wooc her gentle Paris, ger her heart, 
Ny will to her conſent,1s bura part, 
Andihe agree,within her {cope of choiſc, 
Lyes my cgpfent,and taire according voice: 
This mghtI hold,an old accuttomdtealt, 
WherctolT hauc inuited many agueſt, 
Such as I louc,and you among the ſtore, 
One more,moſt welcome makes my number more: 
At my poore houſe, looke to behold this night, 
Earch treading ſtarres,that make darke heaucn light, 
 Sach comfort as do luſty young men feeie, 
When weil appareld Aprill onthe heele 
Oflimping wintertrcads,cuen [| uch delight 
Among trelh fennel buds ſhall youths mght 


Inherit 


of Romeo and Tultet, 


Inherit at my houſe, hearc all,allſce: 
- And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be: 
Which one more veiw,of many,mine beingone, 
May ſtand in number though in reckning none. 
Core goc with me.goe lirrah trudge about, 
Through faire Uerona,find thoſe perſons out, A 
| Whole names are written there,and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome,on their pleature ſtay, 
Exn: 
Ser. Find them out whole names are wricten. Here it is.writ-- 
ten,that the ſhoo-maker ſhould meddle with his yard, andthe 
tayler with hislalt, the tiiher with his penſill, and che painter 
with his nets.But Iam ſent co {and thof: perſons whbſe names 
arc here writ,and canneuer find what names the writing per-. 
ſon hath here writ(I mult ro the learned )in good time 
Enter Penuol10,aud Romeo, 
Ben. Tut man one fre burnes out anothers burning, 
One paine isleſned by an others anguiſh; 
Turne giddic,and be holpe by backward turning: 
One deſperate greetc,cures with an others languith; 
Take thou ſome new inteRtion to the eye, 
And therank poy ſon of the old wil dic. 
Romeo. Your Plantan leafe1s excellent for thar, . 
Ben, For whatI pray thee? 
Remeo, For your broken thin. 
Ben, Why Romeoartthou mad? 
Kom, Not mad but bound more thena mad may is} 
Shur vp 1n priſon, kept without my foode, 
Whipt and rormented:and Godden good tcllow, 
Ser,GodF#igoden,l pray hr can you read? 
Rom,| mine owne fortune in my miſerte. 
Ser, Perhaps you hauclearnedit without booke: : 
Bur I pray can vou read any thing you ſee? 
Rows, | if I know the letters and the language, 
Sex, Yeſay noneſtly,rct YOu Merry, 
Rems. Stay {cllow,1] canrcad, 
Bz FLY 
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He reades the Letter, 
Fignewr Martino,end his wife and daughters :'Connty Anſclme 
and his beauttns fitters, the Laay Ks of V truuio, Seignenr 
Placentio,anva his lonely Neeces : Mercutio and bis brother Valen- 
tine:mmme vncle Capulet bis wife and danphters :my faire Neece 
Roſalie,Liuia,Sergzewr Vaicntio,end his Eofen Tybalt ; Lucio 


_ andthe brucly Helena. 
_ A faireatlembly,whither ſhould they come? 


Ser. Vp: 
Ro, V Vhitherto lupper, 
Ser? Toour houſe, 

Ro, V Thoſchouſle: 

Ser: My Mailters, 


Ko. Indeede [ ſhould haue askt you that before. 

Ser, Nowlle tell you withourasking, My maiſter is the 
great rich Capaler,& if you benot of the houle of Monntaguez, 
I pray come and crulh a cup of wine, Reſt you merry, 

Zen, At this ſameauncient fealt of Capalers , 
Sups the faire Reſaline whom thou (o loucs: 
V Vith all the admired beautics of Verona, 
Go thither and with vnarrainted eye, 


Compare her face.with ſome that I ſhall ſhew, 


And 1 will make the thinkethy fivan a crow. 
Ro, V Vhen the deuoutreligion ofminecye, 
Maintaines ſucl:tal/hood,then turne teares to her: 


. Andtheſe who often drownd,could neuer die, 


]ranſparent Hereticques be burntfor licrs. 


- One fairer then my louc?the all ſeeing Sun 


Nerc ſaw hermatch, finceſirſt the world begun, 
Ben: Tut you ſaw her faire none elſe being by, 

Her (elfe pov ide with her ſcltc in either eye: 

But in that Chriſtall ſcales ler there be waid, 

Your Ladies loue againſt ſome other maid, 

That will ſhew you ſhining at this feaſt, 

And ſhe ſhall ſcant ſhewwel),thatnow thewes beſt, 
Ro.llegoc along nuſuch fight to be ſhowne, c 


: But 


of Romeo and Iuliet; 
But to reioyce in ſplendor of mine owne, 
gt 5 Emer Capulcts Wife and Narſe, 
SW9ENUugF vw hcr's my daughterzcall her forth ro me. 
Nurſc,” Now by my maidenhead, at twelue yeare old | bad her 
core, what Lamb what Ladi-bird,God for bid, 
Whe:res this Gile*what lulict, 


_Enmter]uliet. 

Ivlier. How now who calls?. 

Nur. Toarmother. þ. 

LW. Madam Iam here, what is your wille 

Wriſe.Thisis the matter. Nurſe give leave a while, wee muſt 
talke 11 ſecret. Nurſe come backe againe, Ihauercmembred 
me,thou'ſe hcare our counſel. Thou knoweft my daughter's 
of a prety age, | - 

Nurſc,Fanh I cantell her age unto an houre. 

Wife Shees not fourtecne, | 

Nurſe. 1/c /ay foxrteene of my teeth and yet to myteene be ut [poken, 

I haze but fonre ſees not fourteens. _ 
How long is t now toLammag tide? > 

Wife. A tortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurſc Emenor odd,of all dares m the yeare come Lammas Ene at 
night ſball ſbe be fourteene, Suſan and (be,Goareit all ( briſtienſouls, 
were of an age Well/Sulſan sr with God ſhee was to good for mee - But 
as I ſaid on Lammas Exe at night ſhall ſhee bee fourteene, that [ball 
ſhee marrie, I remember u well, Tu fmcethe Earth-quake now 
eleuen yeares,and ſhe was weand | nener ſvaliforget it, of all the dares 
of the yeare vpon that day : for I badthew lard worme-wocdto 
dug ſuting m the Sunne vnderthe Donechoa/ewall, CMy Lord and 
Jou were then at Nantua,nay I dv beare a braine. But as 1 ſaide, 
when t ard taft the worme-wood on the mpple of my Dngge, and 

felt u butter,prett yfoole,ts jee ut teachie ana fall out wuh the Dugge, 
Shake quoth the Done. houſe twas no neede 1 trow to bd mee truage: 
rrd (ince that tne ut yr a lemen yeares, for then ſbe could fland a lone, 
may br throoae ſve could kane runne and waaled all about |, for ene 
the day before jhe broke ber brow, and then my Huſband,God bee with 


% T 


T has 11g ht you thall bebold him ar our feaſt, 
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bis ſonle, awasa merrie man, tooke wp the child, ye gaath hee deef 
thou fall upon thy face ? thou wilt full backewarq whey then baſt more 
wit, wut thownot lulc ? «And by my holydam, the ptlegty wrerch left 
crymg ,and ſaid [ : toſee now bow 4 left ſhall come about. [ warrant, 
and | ſhall hue a thouſand yeares, I nexer ſhould: forget it : wilt thou 


not lule quoth he? and pretty foole ut ſited, and ſaid le 


Old La. lnough of this,I pray thec hold thy peace, 

Nurſe. Yes Madam, yet 1 cannot chaſe bat laugh , to thinke«t 
ſhould leaue crymeg and ſay |: and yet [warrant it had wpon it brow, a 
bompe as big 4s a yorng Cockrels tone ? a perions knock , and tt cryed 


buter(y. Teaquath my busband,, fallſt vpon thy face, thou wilt fall 
baths. ard whenthok commeſt to age : wilt thou not Lulc?It ſtinted, and 


ſaid |. 


1», Andſtint thou too,Tpray thee Nurſe, ſay I. | 
Nurle, Peace | hane done: God mark; thee too bus grace thou waft 


the prettieſt babe that ere | nurſt, and 1 might line to ſeerl,te married 
once.l bane my wilb. 


Old La. Narry that marry is the very theame 


\ Icameto talke of, tell me daughter later, 


How ſtands your diff poſitions to be Married? 

Is/s. It is an houre that Idreame not of, 

Nurſe. Auhovre, were not I thine onely Nurſe, I would ſay rhow 
haaſt ſnuckt wiſcdome from thyteat. 

Old La.\Well think of marriagenow,yonger then you 


Here in Heron, adicsof clteame, 


Are madealrcady mothers by my count. 
I was your mother, muchvpon thele yeares 


| That you arc now amaide,thus then in briefes 
1] he valiant Pars (eckes you for his loue, 


Kurſe, A many une Lady, Lady. ſuch a manas all the world, 


Why hees aman of waxe. 


Old La. Ueronas Summer hath not ſuch a flower, 


Nurſe. Nay hces a flower gn fauh a very flower, 
Old La, What ſay you,can youlouc the Geutlcman? 


Readorethe volume ot young Paris tace, 
And 


of Romeo and lulict: 


Andfinddclight, writ there with beauties pen; 
Examine euery {euezall liniament, 
And ſec how,one an other lends content; +, 
And'what obſcurde in this faire volume lies; 
Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 
T his precious booke of loue, this vabound louer; 
To beautihic him, oncly lacks a Couer. 
The fith lives inthe fea, and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hides 
That booke in manieseyes doth ſhare the gloricy 
T har in gold claſpes, locksin the golden ſtoric: ._ 
$o (hall you ſharc all thathcdoth polleſlc, 
By hauing him, m4king your ſelte no lefle, 
Nurſe. Noleflc nay bigger women grow by men, 
01d La, Speake briefly can you like of Pars loue? 
Iub. le looke tolike, it looking liking moue. 
But no more deepe will Lendart mine cyc 
T hen your conſent giues {trength comake fly. Enter Sernine. 
Scruing. Madam,the gueſts arg come, ſupper ſcru'd vp, you 
cald, my young Lady. askttor,the Nurſe curlt in the Pantrie, 
andeuery thing 1a cxtremitic:I muſt hence to wait, I bcſcech 
youfolloiw ſtraight. 
Mo. Wetollow thee, /glier the Ceuntic ſtaics, I 
Nurſe, Goec gyrie, keeke bapplc nights co happie dayes. 
IH $7444 : E xeunt,. | 
Enter Romco, Mercutio, Bcuuolio, wh $«e or /ixe other 
CIlakers, torch bearers. : — | 
Romee. What (hall this ſpeech beſpoke for our excuſee 
Or (hall wepn withour apologie?.:;... - 
Ben, The datc 15 9ut ot,{uch prolixitie, 
Weele haueno Cexpid, hud winckt with a skartc, 
Bearing a Tartars painted boiy of lath,' 
Skaringthe Ladics like a Crow-keeper, 
But let them meaſure vs by what they will, 
Weele meaſure them a mealureand be gone, 


Rem, Giuc meatorch, Iam uot tor this ambling, 


f 
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Bcing 


T he moſt lamentable T ragedie 


Being but heauy I will beare the light. 
= rcu Nay gentle Komeos,we muſt hue you dance, 
| Not lbelecuc me,you have dancing ſhooes 
Ay ;TH1 kb {oles, I hauca (ule of lead 
Yo [takes met the ground I cannot Mmoue, 
Af.r, Youarea louer, borrow Capids wings, 


And fore with Ba common bourd. 


home, Tam too fore enpearced with his ſhaft, 
7 o loarc with Is light techers,and to bound, 
I cannotboeund a pitch aboue dull woe, 
Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I finke. 
Heratia, Andto ſinkein it ſhould you burthen loue; 
T co great opprels10n tor atender thing, 
| Nodes, Is louea tcnderthingfity 1St00 rough , 
Too rude, too boyltcrous,and it pricks like thorne, 
Aer: Itloue be rough with you berough with loue 
Prick loue tor pricking,and you beat loue 'Jowne, 
Giue me acaſlc to pur my viſage in, 
A viſor fora viſor, whac care [ 
_ Whatcurious cye doth quote deformities: 
Here are the beetle browes (hall bluſh for me. 
Ben, Coine knocke and enter,and no ſooner in, 
| But cucry man bet«kes himto his legs, 
Ko. A torch for me,lct wantons light of heart 
Ticklcthe ſencelcile ruthes with thar heelcs; 
For I am provuerbd with a graunſice Phraſc, | 
We be a candlce-holder and looke on, 
The game was nere ſo faire, and | amdun. ' 
Aer. Tur, dunsthe mouſe, the Conſtables owne word 
Ii;thou art dun,weele draw thee fromthe mire 
Or ſauc you reuerence loue, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Vp to the eares,come we burne day-li2ht ho, 
" Nay thats not ſo. 
Ater. 1 fa wir firin delay 
We waſt our lights in vaine, lights lights by day: 
 Takeour 200dmeaning, for our Indgement firs, 
Five times 1 in that,ereo! ONcc1n our line W1tS, Re, And 


& 


of Romeo and Tuliet. 
Re. And we mcane well in going to this Maske, 
But 1s nv wit to go, 
| Mer, VVhy may one aske? 

Rom,[ dreampt a arcame to night, 

Her, AndiodidT, 

Rom, V Vell what was yours? 

Cer. T hat dreamers often lye. 

Ro; In bedaſlecpe while they doe dreame things true, 

After, O then Ice Queene Mab hath beence with you: 
Shes the Fairics midwite,and ſhee comes 1nſhape no bigger 
thean Agat ſtone,on the torchinger of an Alderman, drawne 
witha tceme of littleatomies, ouer mens noles as they lica- 
ſleepe:her waggonſpokes made of long (pinners legs: the co- 
ucrot the wings of graſhoppers, her traces of the (malleſt ſpi- 
der web. her collers of the moonſhines warry bean:s, her whip 
ef Crickets bone, thelaſhot Philome, her waggoner, aſmall 
. gray coated Gnar,not halte {o bigge asa round little wormes 
prickt from the lazic finger of a man. Her Chariocis an emp- 
tic Haſcl nut,made by the Ioyner (quirrel or old Grub, time 
out a mind, the Faries Coachmakers:and in this ſtate ſhe gal- 
lops night by night, throgh louers brains,& then they dream 
ot loue. On Courners knees, that dreame on Curfics ſtrait, ore 
Lawyers fingers who ſtrait dreame @n ftees,ore Ladics lips who 
ſtraic on kiſſes dreame, which oft the angry Mab with bliſters 
er their breath with ſweete meats taintedare, 

o metime lhe gallops oxca Courtiers nole, and then dreame 

heoftſmclling our aſute:and ſometime comes thee with a tith- 
pigs caleztickling a Parſos noſeas aliesafleepe,the he dreams 
ot another Benefice.Somtime the driucth ore a ſouldicrs neck, 
and thendreames heotfcurting forraine throats. ot breaches, 
embuſcados,ſpaniſh blades:Ot healths fiue fadome deepe, & 
then anon drums an his care,at which he ftartes and wakes, & 
being thus frizhted, ſweares a prayer ortwo & llcepes againe: 
this 1s that very Mab that plats the manes of horſes in the 
night:and bakesthe Elklocks in foule luutith hatres, which 
once vatangled, much mistortune bodes, 
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{he moſt lamientable'Tragedie 
This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs, \ ak 
Thar prettes them, and learncs them firlt to beare, 
NMatking them women of good carriages 
T his 1s the, | IF 
Romeo, Peace;peace, Aercntis peace, | 
Thou talkſtof nothing, 
Aterc, True, Iraike of dreames: 
W hich are the children of an idle braine, 
Bcgot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 
VVhichis asthinof ſubſtance as the ayre, - 
And more inconſtant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen boſome ot the North: 
And being angerd puffes away from thence, 


_ Turaing His fide to the dew dropping South. 


Ben, This wind you talke-of, blowes vsfrom our ſclucs,. - 

Supper is done. and weſhall come 100 lare. | 
Ro. I feare too carly,formy mindmilgives, 

Some conſequetice yet hanging inthe ſtacrres, 

Shall bitterly wy his fearefull date 

VVith this nights reuels, and expirethe terme- 

Of a deſpiſed hfe clofdein my breſt: ©: 

By ſome-vile forfeit of vatimely death.  : 


 Buthe chathatk the ſtirrage of my cours; 


Dire& my ſute; vn luſtic Gentlemen. 
- Ben, Strike Drum. © - 
T hey march about tho Suge ; and Sernegmen come aa wich 
napkins, 
{ anda oiney 30 
Ser. V'Vheres Potpan that hehelpes norto rake _ 
He ſhifta trencher, he ſcrapeatrenchere + 
1, V Vhen good-manners ſhall lie all-in one. or two mens 
hands, and they vnwalhe too,/tis a fouleching.. 1 i 1 
: Ser, Away with theioynſtooles,removethe Cooncebbent! 
Jooke tothe plate, gobd thou, ſave mee apeece of March< 
, and asthou Toucs mee, letthe porterlet in Safes _ 


_—___ Nell, Ambonie and Potpan, > 


2- Loy 


 -of Romeo and1ulit. 

2."I boy readie* E. 
Ser. You arelookt for,andcaldfor.askt for, andſought for 
in the great Chamber. | 


3» Wecannot behere aud there too,chearely boyes, 
Be brisk a while,and the longer liver take all, 


” 


Exeum, 
Enter all the gueſts and Gent [ewomen to the 
| Aagkers, | | 
1. Caps, Welcorne gentlemen, Ladies thathaue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes,will walke about with you; 
Al my Miſtreiles, which of you all | 
W1illnow deny to dance,(hethat makesdainty, 
Shelle (wearc hath Cocnes:am I come neareye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I hau e ſcene the day ; 
That TI haue worne a viſor and could tell. 
A whiſpering talc ina faire Ladies care: 
Suck as would pleaſe: tis gone,tis gone,tis zone, 
You arc welcome gentlemen, come Mulitians plays 
Aſuſicke plates and they dance, 
A hall,a hall, give roome,andfoote itgirles, 
More hght you knaues,andturne the tables vp: 
And quench the fier,the roome is grawnetoo hots: 
Ah firrah, this vnlookt for ſport comes well: 
Nay fit,nay fit, zood Cozin Capuler, 
For youand I are paſt our dauncing daies: - 
How longilt now fincelalt your ſelfe and] _- 
Werein'a maske? Cl 
2. Caps. Bcrlady thirty yeares, = 
1, Caps, Whar man tisnoc ſo much;tis not ſo much, 
 Tisſince the nupriall of Lucien, 
Come Pemy colt as quickly as it wall, 
| Sometiucand twenty yeares,andthen wemaskt.- 
 2.Capa. Tis more,tis more, has ſonne is clder fir; - 
His ſonne18 chuty, 
2, Capu, Will you tellmethat? ; 
His ſonne was but award two yearesagor, ' 
| | " | Romeo, What 


- 


Cn 


| T he moſt lamentable Tragedie 
Re. VV ha: Ladie is that which dothin rich the hand 


Otyonder Kmghte 


Ser, I know not fir. EW 
Ro, O thedothteach the torchesto burne brighte 
It ſeemes the hangs vpon thechecke of night, 


- AsarichlewelinanEthiops care, 


Beauty too rich for vic, for carth coo deare: 
So thewesaſnowie Douetrooping with Crowes, 


As yonder Lady orc her fcllowes ſhowes? 


T he meaſure done, Ie watch her placcof ſtand, 
And touching hers,make bleſled my rude hand. 
Paid my heartlouctill now, forſwearcit fight, 
For I nere {aw true beauty till this night, 

Tib, This by his yoice,ſhould be a Monntagae, 
Fetch me my Rapicr boy, whatdarcs the {laue 
Come hether ceuerd with an antique face, 


'To fleere and (corneat our (olemnitic? 


Now by the ſtocke and honour of my kin, | 

To ſlrike him dead lhold itnotalin, Og 
Capr,V Vhy hownow kinsman whereforeſtorme you lo? 
Tib, Vnclethisis a Moxntague our foc: | 

A villaine that is hather come in ſpight, 

To (corneat ourſolemnitie this night, 
Caps, Young Remeois it, 

_ Tib. Tishe,thart villaine Romeo, 

.  Capn. Content thee gentle Coze,let him alone, 

A beares him like aportly Gentleman: 

And toſay truth,Uerona brags ofhim, 

T 0 be avertuousand well goucrnd youth, 

1] would not for the welth ofallchis rowne, 

Herein my houſe doc himdiſparagement: 

Therefore be patient , take no note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou reſpe, 

Shewa faire preſence, and putofftheſefrownes; 

Anillbeſecming ſemblancefor afeaſlt. 
Tb. It fits whenſucha villatne jsa gueſt, 


Ile 


| of Romeo and I'uliet? 

Tlenotendurehim. 
(pu. He ſhall be endured, 

What goodman boy.1 lay he ſhall, go too, 

Anil the maiſter here or yonzgo too, 

Youlc not endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoule; 

Youle make a mutinic among my gueſts: 

You will ſect cock a hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. VVhy vncle, tis a ſhame, 
Capn, Gotoo,gotoo, 

You are a ſawcy boy,ilt ſoindeed? 

This tricke may chance ty {cath you I know what, . 

You muſt contrary me, marry tis time, 

V Velltaid my hearts,you arc a princox, goes 

Be quict, or more light, more hghttor ſhame, 

Jle make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Paticnccpertorce,with wallfull choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble intheirdifferentgreeung: : 
I will withdraw but this incruſion hal 
Now ſceming {weete,conuert to bitter gall, Ex, 

Ree It I prophane with 'my yaworthieſt hand, 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fin is this, 

My lips two bluthing Pylgrims did ready ſtand, 
To (mooth that rough touch with atender kille. 

Js. Good Pilgrime you do wroug your hand too much 
VVhich mannerly deuotion ſhewes 1n this, 

For ſaints haue hands,that Þ1l er1mS hands doe tuch, 
Andpalmeto palmeis holy Falmers kille, + 
Ro. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 

Iuls. 1 Pilgrim, lips thatthey muſt vic 1v prayer. 

Rem. O then deare Saint,let lips doc what hands doe; 
They pra y (grant thou)lecalt faith turne to diſpaire, 

Is. Saints doc not moue, though grantfor prayers ſake. 
Ro, T hen moucnotwhile my prayers ette&t lrake, 
Tlus from my lips, by thine my lin1s pured, . 
1s. T hen haue my hps che fo that they have tooke, 

Rs, vin frommy lips,O treſpas{weetly vrgd: a 
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 Giuveme my fin againe, 


The malt lamentable Tragedic 


Iali, Yoa kille bith book e; 


Nur. Madam your mother crauesa word with you; 
Rom. What 1s her mother? 


Nerf. Marrie Batcheler, 


Her mother is the Lady of the houſe, 


Anda good Ladic, anda wiſe and vertuous, 
I Nurſt her daughter that you calke withall: 
I ell you,hethatcanlay hold of her, 
Shall haue the chincks, 

Rom, Is ſhea Catulet? 


 Odeareaccount! my life is my foes debr. 


Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt. 
Roms. 1 loT teare, the more 15 my vnreſt. 


(apn, Nay Gentlemen prepare notto be gone, 6 


We hauca trifting toolith banquet towards; 
Isitencſo 2? why then I thanke you all. 

I chanke you honeſt gentlemen, good night; 
Nlorctorches herc, come on, then lets to bed, 


» Abſirrah, bywy faicit waxes late, 


[lc tomy relt. 


Ju/i, Come hither Nurſe, what is yond gentleman? 


Nur/. The ſonne and heire of old Tybere, 
Inls, V V hats he that now is going outot dooree - 
Nur. Narrie that Ithinke be young Petruchio. 


J«li. V Vhats he that follows here tha: would not dance? © 


N#r/. Iknovww not. | 
Tabs. Go agke his name, if he be married, 


My graueishke to be my wedding bed, _ 


Nar/. His nameis KRemeo,and a AZount:gne, 


The onely.ſonne of your great cnemue, 


Isl. My onely loue ſprung from my onely hate, 
T 00 early ſeene,vnknowne, and kaowne too latc, 
Prodigious birth of louc it is to mec, 
Thar I muft loue a loathed encnue. 

Naurſ, V Vhats41is? whats tis? 


f oY 
ty 


| lali. A 


IJ. 


of Romeo and [uliet. 


Iu, A rimeTLlearnt euen now 
Ot one Idanſt withall. 
One cals within Tuliet, 
Nurſe, Anon,anon: 
Comelcts away,the ſtrangers all are gone, 


Exeant, 
C horas. 


Now old defire doth in his deathbedlie, 
And yong afte&tion gapesto be his herre 
| T hattanc tor which loue gron'de for and would die,, 
V Vith tender /#lt matchr,,snow not faire, 

Now Roweo1s beloued, and louesagaine, 
A like bewitched by the charme ot lookes: 
Bucto his foe ſuppoide he mult complaine, _ 
And ſhe (teale loucs (weer bait from fearctull hookes: 
' Being held atoe, he may not haue accelle 

Tobreath fuch vowes as lourrs victo ſweare, 

And the as muchin loue, her meanes much lelle, 

To meectc her new beloued any where: | 

But paſs10n lends them Power,time meanes to meete, 

T<mpringextremities with extreame {weete, 

Emer Romeo alone. 
Rem. CanlT goctorward when my heart is here, 
Turne backe dull carth and find thy Ceater out. 
Emer Bcnuolio,wiah Mercutio. 
| Ben, Romeo,my Cuzen Romeo, Romes, 
Ater. Heis wiſe, & on my life hath ſtolne him home to bed, 


Bev. He ranthis way andleapt this Orchard wall, 
Cali zood Mercutio: 


Nay lle coniuretoo, 
Afer, Romeo, humours,madman,paſsionlouer, - 
Appeare thou thelikeneſlc of a ligh, 
Speake but one rimeand Iam ſatisfied: 
Cry but ay me,prouaunt,butloue and day, 
Speake to my goſhip Verws on? faire word, 
One micknametor her purbliund ſonne and her, 
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Young Abraham: Cupid he that ſhot ſo true, - 
When King Cepheraa lou'd the begger maid, 
It He hearcth not, he ſtrweth nor, he mouech not, 
| The apc is dead and I muſt comwre him, 
I conuure the by Roſalmes bright eyes, 
By her high torchead,and her Scarlet lip, 
By tier hnetoote, ſtray ht leg,and quivering thigh, 
And the dcrneanes, that there adiacenthe, 
Thartin thy likeneile thou appeareto vs, 
Ben, Andit heheare thee * 500 wiltanger him, 
Aler. This cannotanger him,t'wouldangerhim 
To raiſe a ſpintinhismiltreſlecircle | 
Ot (ome ſtrange nature,lctring it there ſtand 
T ll 't ec had laide 1t, and coniured it dowae, 
That were ſome ſpight, 3 
My 1nuocationis taire and honeſt, and in his miſtreſſename; 
] coniure oncly butro raiſc vp him, 
Ben, Come, he hath hid himſclfc among theſe trecs 
T o beconſorted with the humerous night: | 
- Blind is his loue, and beſt bets the darke, 
 Mer+ Itloue be blind,loue cannot hit the marke, 
Now will he fit vnder a Medlertree, | 
And wiſh hismiſtrellc were that kind of fruite, 
: As maides call Medlers when they laughalone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that ſhe were 
An open,or thou a Poprin Peare. 
 Remeo goodnight Lleto my truccle bed, 
> T his ficld-bed is to cold for me to lleepe, 
Come ſhall we goe? 
Ben, Go then,for tisin vaineto ſecke him here 
T hat meanes notto be found. 
Re. He icaſts at (ſcarres that neuer felta wound, 


But ſott,whatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 
Ir is the Eaſt, and J«ber is the Sunthh, . 


Ariſe taire Sunand kill ch: cnuious Moone, 
Who is already lacke ard pale with griete, 


Ext, 


That 


| of RomeoandIuliet 


Thatthou her maid art far more faire then ſhe: 
Be not her maid ſince ſheis enuious, 
_ Her veſtal liuery is but {icke and greene, 
And none butfooles doe weareitycalt it off; 
Itis my Lady,O itis my loue,O chat ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpeakes yet ſhe ſayes nothing, what of that? 
Her eycdiſcoarſes,I will anſwere it; 
I am too bold tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes?: 
Two ofthe faireſt ſtarres in all the heauen, 
Hauing ſome buſtnes do entreather eyes, 
To ewinckle 1n their ſpheres till they returne, 
Whatif her eyes were there, they 1n her _ 
T he brightneſle of her checke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 
As day-l1ght doth a lJampec,her cyc1inheauen, 
Would through the ayrie region ſtreame ſo bright, 
That birds would ling ,and thinke it were not night; 
See how ſhe leanes her cheeke ypon her hand. 
O chat | werea gloue vpon that hand, 
That Imight couch that check. 

Int, Ay me 

Rwn. She ſpeakes, b 
Oh ſpeake againe bright angell,forthouart 
As glorious:othis night being ore my head, 
As1sa winged mellenger ofhcauen 
Vato the white vpturned wondring eyes, * 
Ot mortalls thar fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazic puffing Cloudes, 
And ſailes vpon the boſome of the ayre. 

Inh. © Ren:0, Remeo,whereforcartthou Reweo? 
Denie thy tather and refule thy name: 
Or ifchou wilt not, be but (\worne my love, 
Andile no longer be a Catwlet, 

Rom, Shall I heare moreor ſhall I ſpeake at this? 

Iuh. Tis butthy name thatis my enemy: 
Thou art thy ſelfe,chough not a Mount gue, 
Whacs /ſountagne?it isnor hard nor foote, 


D 2 | Nor 


ET nom] 
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8 Nor arme nor tace,Q be (ome other name 
Belo ngzing to 4 man. 
V Vhat'sin a namc that which we callaroſe, 
By any other w ord would {mell as {woete, 
So Romeo would, were he not Roweocald, 
Retaine thatdeare perfe&tion which he owes, 
V Vithout chatticle. Kozzeo dotte thy name, 
An4for ty name whluch 1s no part of thee, 
T aic all mv ſclfe, 
Ro, I take thecat thy word: 
C il meburlouc,and le be new baptizde, 
=D Heace torth | neuer will be Romeo, 
| 'u.s, V Vhat manartthou, thatthus beſcrecendin night 
__ So ftumblelt on my counl<el]? 
Ro, By aname,l know not how to tell theewho I am: 
F My name acare taint,1s hatetull to my lelte, 
| B-cauſeitis an enemy to thee, 
A HadT it written, l would tearethe word, 
Juli. My cares ha e yetnot drunke a hundred1yords 
"Ot thy tongues vetering,yerl know the ſo'1nd. 
Arc thouno: Remeo,and a /ſoxntaguer 
Roam, Neither taire maide,tt either thee diſlike. 
lt 1. How camelt thou hither,tcll me,angd wherefores 
by The Orchard walls arc h:2h and hard to clumbe, 
.Andthe place de-fth,conlidering who thouart 
Ifany of my kinſmn:n find thee here, 
ko. V Vith lauesliglitwings didToreperch theſc walls, 
For {tony limics cannot hold loue our, 
And what loue can do,that dares loue attempt: 
Tnerctore thy kinſnen areno ſtop to ine, 
1 Ls, It they do lee thee,they will murther thee, 
Fe, Alacketherelies more perill in thine cye, 
Then twenty ofcheir ſwords, looke thou but ſweete. 
| AndTamprocteagainſt cheir enmity, 6 
| ##, 1 would nottor the world tlicy (aw thee here, 


_— 
. 


lh. On Ry oy _ lh. FY 
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of Romeo and 1ulet: 


Rom, 1 hauenights cloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them. hind me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Thendeath proroged wanung of thy loue. 

Iu. By whoſe direction toundli thou out this place? 

Ro, By louc that firlt did promp me t6 enquire, 
He len t mecounſell, andT len: tr eves:. 
I am no Pyler, yet w*it thou asfar 
AsSthat vatt ſhotewathet with rhe fartheſt (ea, 
I ould aducnture tor ſuch marchandiſe 

#1, Thou knowrltthe maske of night is on my face, 
Elte would a maiden bluth bepaine my checke, 
For that which thou haſt heard meſpeake to night, 
þ aine wovld I dwell on torme, taine, taine,denic 
\\ hat I taue ſpoke, burtarewel| complement, 
_ c«{t thou loue me?] know thou wilt ſay I: 
nd I will take thy word,verit thou ſw cart, 

Th maieſt proue faiſe,at louers permries 
They lay /oxe laughs,oh gentle Komeo, 
1t thou dolt loue p1Onounce it taithtully? 
Or 1t thou thinkeiil am too quicxly wonne, 
Ile trowne and be perucric.andſay thee nav, 
So thow wilt wooe, but cltc not for che ments: 
Jn truth tairc Alount«gue { am roo tond: 
And:herctorethoumaeſt thinke my be hawourlio ht, 
Buttruſt me Gemleman,Ile proue more true, 
] hen thoſe that haue cov ing to be ltrange, 
I ould haue beene more ſtrange,l muſt confelle, 
But tht thou ouer hearditercl was ware 
My truciove palsion,therctore pardon me, 
And not 1,73pute this yeelding to [1g ht loue, 
Which the darke night hath fo di{couered. 

Rom, Lady .by y onder bleſted Moone I voy, 
That tips —_ {1]uer all theſ{eſrute tree LOPS, 

Iv. Oſwcare not by the Moone thmconſtane Moone, 
T hat monethly changes in her circled orbe, 
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 Leaftthat thy loue proue likewiſe vatiablc. 


Kors, What 1 ali Itweare by? 
[a/t, Donotlweare atall: 

Orittizou wilt ſweare by thy gratious (elfe, 
Whichisthe god of my Idolatry, 
And llc belecue thee, 

Ro, It my hearts deareloie, 

In, Wclidoe not {wearc,although 1 toy jnthee! 
T have no 1oy of this contract to nighe, ; 


Iris roo raſh coo vnaduiſde,tos ſudden, 


Too like the 1ghtming which doth ceaſe to bee, 


- Erc,one can ſay,it lightens, ſweete goodnight: 


This bud of loue by Summers ri penn g breath, 


May prouca beautious flower when next wemeete, 
CGoodmght,zoodnight,as ſwecte repoſcand reſt, 


| Cometo thy heart,as that within my breſt. 


Ro, O wilt thou leaue me (o vnſatisfied? 
Is, What ſatisfaction cantt thou haue to night? 
Ro, Thicxchange of thy loues faithtullvow tor mine, 
Ia, I gaue thee mine defore thou didſt requeſt it; 
Andyectiwouldit were to giucagaine. 
Re. Wouvldſt thou withdraw it,tor what purpole louef 
/#, Butto be traake and giuc it thee againe, 
And yet I with but for the thing 1] haue, 
My bounty 15 as boundleſlc as the ſea, 
My loue asdeepc,the more I give to thee 
1 he more I haue,tor both are 1nfanires 
T hcare ſome noyle within, deare loue adue: 
Anon good Nurle,{fiwcete Honntague be true; 
Stay bur alittle,I will come againe. . 
Re, O bleſſed bleſſed night, I amafeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame, - 
Too flattering ſweetto beſubllantiall. 
[/s. Three words deare Rowee,and goodnight indced, 


If that thy bent of love be honorable, 
T hy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morrow, 


| | | — 


: 0f Romeo and Iuliet, 


By onethat ile procure to come to thee, 
Whercand what timethou wilt pertorime the right; 
And allmy fortunes at thy foote Llelay, 
Andtollow thee my L.chroughout the world, Madam, 
I come, anon: butit thou meaneft not well, 
I doc belccch thee(by and by I come) Madam, 
To ccaſ(cthy ſtrite, and lcaue meto my pgriefe, 
Tomorrow will I ſend, 
Ro, Sothriuve my ſovle. 

Iu. Athouſandtimes goodnight, 

Re, Athouland times the worlete want thy light, 
Loue goes toward loue as ſchooleboyes from their bookeg 
But loue from luuc, toward ſchoole with heauy lookes. 

Emer Julict agame., 

14. Hiſt Romeo hiſt,O for a talkners voice, 

To lure this T aflell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoarſe,and may not ſpeake aloude, 
Elſe would 1 tcarc the Caue where Eccho lies, 
And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then 
With repetition of my Komeo, 

Ro. It is my ſoule that calls vpon my name; 
How filuer ſweet, found louers tongues by night, 
Like ſofteſt Mulicke to attending cares, 

Ju. Romeo. 

Rom, My Neece, 

Inl. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I ſend tothee? 

Ro, By the houre of nine. 

Ih, Iwill not faile,tis twenty yeares till then, 
I hauc forgot why I did call thee backe, 

Ro. Leti'me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

1uli. I hall forget, to have the ſtill tand there, 
Rcmeir bring how 1loue thy conipany, 

Ree And le ſti]l ftay,to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other home bur this, 

Inh;, Tis almioft morning, Il would haue thee gone; 

And yct no fartherthen a wantons bud, That 


In Plancs,kearbs, tones, and their rue qualities? 
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That lets ithop alittle from his hand, - © 


” Like a poorepriſoner in his twiſted gives; 


And wich afilkenthred plucks it backe againe; 
So loning Iealous of his liberty. 
Rom. would | were thy bird. 
1s, Sweetſo would I, 
Yetl thould kill thee wich much cheriſhingy 
Good mght, goodnight. 
Re. Parting 18 ſuch ſweeteforrow, - 
That | (hall fay goodnight,rillit be morrew. 
. - 1u, Slecpe dwell vpon thine eyes, peacein thy breaſt. 

Rom. Would I wereflcepe and peace ſo ſweete to reſt 
The gray eydemorne ſanles onthe frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreakes et light, 
Aad darkneſlefleckeld like a drunkardrecles, 

From torth dayes pathway,made by Titans whecles, 
Hence will Ito nry gholtly Friers cloſe cell, 
His helpe to crauc,and my dearchaptotell, 
. | l | Ex#, 
Enter Frier alone with a basket. 

Fri, The fey eye motne ſmiles on thefrowni ne niche 
Checkring the Ealterne Cloudes with ſtreaks of I:ght; x 
And fleckeld-darkneſle like a drunkard reeles, 

From torth daics path,and 7#ans burning wheeles: 
Now cre the Sun aduance his burning eye, 

T he day to cheere,and nights danke dew to dry, 

] mutt vpfll thts oftcr cage of ours, 


With balefull weedes,and precious iuiced flowers, 


_ Theeatrththats natures motaer is her tombe, 


What 15 her burying graue,that1s her-wombe: 
Andfromhcr wombechildren of diuers kind 


_ VVe ſucking on her naturall boſorac find; 
| Many for many vertues excellent: ' + 


None but for ſame, andyer all differenic; - 
O mickle is the powertull-grace that lies 


For 


of Romeo and Inliet; © 


For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth lie, 
Bur to the earth ſome ſpeciall good doth giue: 
Nor oughtſo good, but {traind from thar faire vſc, 
Reuoles trom true birth, (tumbling on abuſe, 
Vertue itſclfe turnes vice being miſappliced, 
And vice ſometime by ation dignified. 
Enter Rotheo, 
Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 
For this being (mele with that part,cheares each part, 
Being taſted {1ayesall ſence with the heart, 
Two luch oppoſed Kings encampe them (till, 
Ia man as well as hearbes,grace and rude will: 
And where the worſleris predominant, 
Full ſooneche Cankerdeztheatecs vp that Flant, 
Ko: Goud morrow father, 
Fr. Bencdicite, 
VV hatcarly congue ſo ſweete ſaluteth me? 
Young ſonne,it argues adiſtempered hed, 
 Soloone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed; 
Care kcepes his watch in euery old mans eye, 
And where Care lodges, flcepe will never lye: 
But wherc vabruſcd youth with vnſtuft braine 
Doth couch hislims,there golden ſleepe doth raign, 
Therctore thy carlineile doth me aflure, © 
Thou art vprouſd with ſome diſtempracure; 
Or it not ſo,then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night. 
Ro, That laſt is true,the ſweeter relf wa$mine, 
Frs. God pardon ſin,waſt thou with Reſalme? 
Kone. V \ ith Reſalme,my ghoſtly father no, 
I have forgor thatname,and that names woe. 
Fri. Thats my good (on, but where haſt thou beene then? 
Ko. Ilc tellthee ere thou aske it me agen: 
I hauz beene feaſting with mine enemie, *\ 


VVuer on aſudden one hath wounded me; 
| © | Thats 
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_ That chvu conſcacco martic vs today, 


T be mot lamentable I rageaie 


T hats by me wounded, beth ourremedies 
VVithinthy helpe and holy phiſicke hes;  * 
1 bear c no hatred blelled man:;for lae kg 
My interceslion ikewiſeftcads my toe, 

It, Be plaine good ſonne and homely in thy drift, 
Ruling contes(1on, fiades bur ridling ſhite. 


Rom. Then plainely know my hartsdeareloucis ſet 


_ Oathefaire daughter of rich Capuler: 


As mine on hers,(fo hers 15 ſet on mine | 
Aud jl combind, faue what thou muſt combine 
By holy marr:age: when and wheregand how, 

V Ve met, we woocd,and made exchange of vow? 
Iletellchce as we paſtc,but this I pray, 


Fri, Holy S,Francis whata change js here? 
Is Re/alme that thou didit lone ſo deare, 
So ſoone forſaken? oung mens louc then lies 
Not truely 1n their hearts, butin their cycs. 
Iclu Iaria, whata deale ot brine 
Hath walhet thy (allow chcekes for Roſaline? 
How much ſalt water throwne away in walk, 
To (calonloue thatof itdochnottalt, 
The Sun not yetthy ſighes, from heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ringing in my auncient cares? 
Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ſtaine doth fat, 
Ot an old teare that is not watht off yet, 


 Ifere thou waltthy ſelfe,and chele woes thine, 


T hou and thcele woes, were all for Roſalme, 


\ Andarct thouchang'd?pronouncethisſenrencethen, 


V Vomen may fall, when thers no ſtrength in men. 
Ro, Thouchidil me oft for louing Ro/a/ine. 
Fri. Fordoting, not for louing pupill mine. 
| Re. And bad(t me bury louc. 
Fri, Notin a graue, 
Tolay onein,another out to haue. 
Ro, Ipray thee chideme not, her Tloue now 


Doth 


of Romeo and [uliet. 


Doth gracefor grace,and loue for loue alow: 
T he other did not (o. 
Fri, O ſhe kneiy well, 
Thy louc dfd read by ro:e,that could nor ſpell; 
But come young wauecrer,come goe with me, 
In onereſpect lle thy aſli(tant be: 
For thisalliancemay ſo happy prone, 
To curne your houſholds rancorto pure loue, 
Rom, Olet vs hence,l ſtand on ſudden haſt, 
Fri, Wilcly and flow,they (tumble chat run fait. 


| E xenvt, 
2 Enter Benuolio and Mercutio, 


Aterc, Wherethe deu'le ſhould this Romeo be? came hee not 
home to night? 
Ben. Not to his fathers, I ſpoke with his man, 

Aer Why that ſame palc hard hearted wench,that Roſalme 
Torments hum ſo,that he will ſure rum mad, 

Ben, T ibalt,chckinſman to old Capaler,hath ſeat alecter to 
his fathcrs houſe, 

Aer, Achal:engeon my life, 

Ben: Romao will ah(were 1t, 

Ater, Any man that can write may anſ{werea letter, 

Ben, Nay,he will anſwere the letters mailter how he dares 
being dared. | 

Her, Alas poore Romeo,hee ts already dead, ſtabd with a 
whitc wc mherkinks cyc,runne through the care withaloue 
ſong, the very pinne of his heart , cleft with the bluide 
bowe-boyes bur. thaft, and 1s hee a man to cacounter 7i- 
balt? 

Row, Why what is T1b2/r? . 
Afer, More then Prince of Cats, Oh hees the couragious cap - 
tainc of Complements: he fights as you ſing prickſong, keeps 
time diſtance & proportion, hereſts his minum reſts, one two 
& the third 1n your boſome:the very butcher ofa ſilke button 
a dualiſt a dualiſt, aGentlemanof the very firſt houſe of the 


firſt and ſecond cauſe, ah the immortall Pallado,thc Punto re- 
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verſo, the Hay. 
Bcn, T he what? 


iter. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affeing phanta- 


cies, theſe new tuncrs of accent: by leſua very goodblade, a 


very tall man, avery good whore. Why 1s not this a lamenta-. 
ble thing 7 crandiir, that we ſhouldbe thus atlii&ed with theſe 
trans ethics: thelc taſhion mongers, theſe pardon mees,who 
{land fo nuch on the new forine , that they can not ſit at 
eaſc onthe vid bench, O their bones,therr bones, 
Enter Romeo. 
Fen. Here comes Romee, here comes Romeo, 

ter, Without his Roe, ikea dryed Hering, O fiſh, fleſh, 
how art tou iſluhed? now 15s he tor the nabers that Petrarch 
flowed: Laurato his Ladv, was a kitchin wench,marrie ſhe 
hada better ioue to beruncher: : Dido a dowdie, Cleo atra3 
Giplic, Heller and Hero, hildings and harlots: Thubre a grey 
ec or {o, but not totke purpoſe. Sigmor R omzeo Bon iemy theres 
a French ſalutation to y our trench flop: you 2aue ys the COUNnN- 
terſeit fairely laſt night, 


Rem. Good motrrow to you both, what counterſcit did I 


- 
give you? 


Aer. Thellp fir, the flip, can you not conceine? 
Romeo. Pardon good Mercutw.,ny buſinetle was great,and 
in ſucha caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine curteſie. 


Mer, iThats as much as toſay, ſucha caſc as YOUTs CON» 


ſtrains a man to bow in the hams, 


Rowieo, Meaning to curſic. 
Aer, T hou hatt moſt kindly hit it. 
Rom, A molt curteous expoſition, 
Aer, Nay Iam the very pincke of curtcſic; 
Romeo, pinck tor flower, 
Ater. Right, 


Rom, VVhy then is my pump well flowerd, 


Mer. Sure wit, follow me this icaſt , now till thou haſt 


worne outthy pump,that when the fingle ſolc of it 1s worne, 
the icaltmay remaineafter the wearing, ſoly fingular. 


Ro, O 


——_— ————— 
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Ro, O ſingle ſoldeicalt , foly ſingular for the finglenefſe, 

Aer, Come betweene vs good Bennoho,my wits taints; 

Ro. Swits and ſpurs, {wits and fpurs,orilecrie amatch, 

er. Nay, if our wits run the wild gooſe chaſe, I am done: 
For thou halimore of the wild gooſe 1n one of thy wits, thes 
| am (urelI hauc in my whole fiue, V Vas I with youthere for 
the gooſe? 

ko, Thou waſt neuer with meetor any thing!, when thou 
walt not there tor the gooſe, _ 

Atcr, 1 will bite thee by the eare for that icaſt, 


Ro, Nay goud goolſlc bite not. 


Atcr Thy wits a very bitter ſweting, itis a moſt ſharp ſawce; 

Ro, Andisitnotwellleru'din to a ſweet gooſe? 

Aer, Oh here's a witot Cheuerell, thatitretches from an 
y nch narrow,toan cll broad, | 

Ro, I ſtretch it out torthat word, broad, which added to the 
gooſe, proues theetarre and wide, abroad gooſe, 

Mer. V V hy is not this better now, then groningfor loue, 
now art thou ſociable, now art thou Remeo:now art thou what 
chou art, by art as wellaSby nature, for chis driueling loue 1s 
likea great Naturall , thar runslolling vp and downe to hide 
his bablcin a hole, | 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there, 

Mer. Thoudclirelt me to ſtop in my tale againil the haire, 

Zen, Thou would(t elſc haue made thy tale large, 

Cr, O thou art deceiu'd, I would haue made 1t ſhort, for TI 
was come tothe whole depth of my tale,and meant indeed to 
OCCupie the arguinent no longer, 

Ry. Heres goodly geare, Enter Nurſe and her man. 
Alayle, aſayle. 

Aer, Two,two, a ſhirt and a ſmocke. 

Nar, Pacer: | 

Peter. Anon, 

Nar. My tan Peter, | 

Aer. Good Peterto hide her face, for herfans the fairer face; 

Nur/ſ; God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 
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Aer* God ye gooden faire Gentlewoman, 
Nur, Is it good den? | 
= © p Aer, Tis nolefle Ltell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
L 1s nowvpontheprickeot noone, 
1 Nur. Out vpon you, what a man areyou? 
p- Ro. One Gentlewomi,that God hath made, hunſelfe to mar. 
| Nwr. By my troth jtis well ſaid, for himſclte to mar quath a: 
gcileme ca any of you tel me wherl may tind the yong /omee? | 
Re, | can tell vou, but young Komeo will be older when vou | 
have found him, theu he was when you ſoughthum ; 1amrhe 
youngeſt of thatname, for tault of a worſe, | 
| Nor. Youlay well, - | 
I 4 Ater.Yeaisthe worlt wel, veyy wel took ifaith,wil ly, wiſcly, 
| Nu:,It you be he lir, I de - ſome confidence with you. * | 
Zen, She will enatte hin to ſome ſupper, ; x 
Aer, A baud, a baud, abaud, So ho, | 
| 


i 
2 
» 
, 
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Re. What haſt thou tound? 
Atcr. No hare lir, vnlelle a harefir in alcnten pie, that is 
ſomeching ſtale and hoare creit be {penr. 
An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoarc is very good meat in | 
E len*, 
Burt a hare that is hore 15too much for a ſcore, when it hores 
ercit beſpenit, 
Romeo will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither, 


F Ro. I will follow you. 00 
Tn Aer. Farewcllauncient Lady farewell Lady, Lady, Lady; 


Exeum, 
Nu7.I pray youſt r,what ſawcie mcrchant was thi« that was 

ſo tn!l of hisroperte? 7 
| Romeo, A Gentleman Nurſe, that lovesto hearchimſelfe 
| talke, and will ſpeake more ina minute, then he will ſtand to 
m 2 moneth, LT 

Na7. And atpeakeany thing azain{t me, Ile take him down, 
andarvereluftier then heis, and twentie {uch Jacks; and if I 
canuotyile inde bhule that ſhall : ſcuruic knaue, I am none 
of his flurt guls, Lam none of his $kaines mates, aud thou mult 


| 
: ſtand 
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ſtand by too and ſuffer cuery knaue'to vſe mee athis plea- 
ſure, 

Pet, Iſaw no.man vſeyou at his pleaſurctif I had,my wea- 
pon ihould quickly haue been out, I warrantyou, I dare draw 
aſlouncas another man,ifIſce occalionina goodquarrell,and 
the law on my fide, 

Nar.,Now afore God, I am ſo vext, that euery part abouc 


me quuers,Skuruy knave : pray you fir aword: andas Itold 


y ou, my young Lady bid me enquire you out, what ſhe bid me 
lay,l will keepe tomy ſeite:but firſt lermerell ye,it ye ſhould 
Jeade herina toolcs paradiſe, as they ſay itwerea very grofle 
kind of bchawiour as they ſay:tor the Gentlewoman ts yong': 
and therefore, 1t you thould deale double with her, truely ir 
wereanillttung to be oft-red toany Gentlewoman,and very 
weake dealing. 
' Rom, Nurle commend me to thy Lady and Miltriſle,] pro- 
celt vato thee, 
Nur, Good heart,and yfaith Iwill tell heras much:Lord, 
Lord the will bee aioyfull woman. | 
Ro, What wilt thou tell her Nurſe ? thou doeclt not marke 
me? 
Nr. I will tellherfir,that you doe proteRt,which as I take: 
1t,is a Gentlemanlike ofter, (noone, 
Rom. Bid ker dcurſc ſome meanes to Come to l{hrift this aftcr« 
And there ſhe ſhall at Frier Lawrence Ceil 
Bc ſhriued andmarricd:here is forthy paines. 
N»r. No truly fir not a penny, 
Rom, Go too,1 lay you hall, 
Nor. This atternoone lir,well the ſhall be there. 
| Rom, Andſtay good Nurlc behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this koure my man thall be with thee, | 
Andbringthee cords made like atackled ſtazre, 
Waichtothe hightop gallant of my ioy, 
Muſt be my conmnoy in the (ecret night. 
Farewe!l be truſt;c andIlequute thy.paines: 
Farewell,conuiend me to thy Nillgctle, 


Nur. Now 
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Nurſe, Now God in heauen bleſle thee, harke you fir, 
Ro. V Vhatſaiſtthoumy deare Nurſe? 

Nw/ſe, Is your man ſecret, did you nere here lay, two may 

keepe counſcll putting one away, 

Ro, V Varrant theemy mans as true as ſteele. 

Nur, VVelllir, my Miſtritle is the ſweeteſt Lady, Lord, 
Lord,when twas a little prating thing.O thereis a Noble man 
in towne one Pars,that would faine lay knife aboord:but ſhe 

good ſoule had as leeue (ee a todea very rode as ſee him: I an- 
ger her ſometimes, and tell her that Pars is the properer man, 
but Ile warant you, when Lay fo,ſhce lookesas pale as any 
clout inthe verlall world, doth not Roſemarie and Rowe be- 

_ ginboth with aletter? 

Ro, 1 Nurſc,what of that: Bochwithan R, 

Nur. A mocker thats the dogsname,R. is for the no, I know 
it begins with {ome other letter,and the hath the pretticlt ſcn- 
tentious of it,of you and Roſeamary,that ic would do you good 
to heare it. 

Rom, Commend me to thy Lady, . 
Nur. la thouſand times'Peter? 

Fet. Anon* ; 

Nur. Bctorc andapacc. 


: Ext 
LES E ure@1ulict, 

In. Theclocke ſtrooke mne when I did fend the Nurſe, 

In halfe an houre ſhe promiſed to returne, 

Perchance the cMnot meete him, thats not ſo: 

Oh ſhe is lame, loues heraulds ſhould be thoughts, 

V Vhich cen cunes faſter glides then the Sunies beamess 

Priuing back ſhadowes ouer lowring hills. 

] herefore do numble pintond doues draw louc, 

And thereforc haththe wind-ſwifr Caprd wings: 

Nowis the Sun vpon the highmoſt hill 

Of this dates tourney, and trom nine till twelue, 

Is three long houres,vet ſhe is nor come, 


_ Had ſheaffetions and wacwe youthtull bloud, - h 
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She would be as (wiftin motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy herco my (wecteloue, — (dead; 

1. And his to me, but vid folkes, many faine as they were 
Vnwaieldie,flow,heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurſe, - 
O God ſhe comes, O hony Nurſe what newes? 
Haſt thou met with himelend thy man away. 
Nur, Peter (tay at the gate, 

Iu,Now good {weet Nurſe,O Lord, why lookeſt thou ſad2 
Though newes, be ſad, ycttel! chemmerily. 
If good thou ſhamelſt the mulicke of (weete newes, 

By playing it to wwe, with ſo ſowera face, 
Nur, lama weary,giue me leauc a while, 
Fic how my bones ake, what a 1aunce hauec | had? 

Is, I would thou had(t my bones,and I thy newes? 
Nay comcl pray thee ſpeake,good good \urſc ſpeake, 

Nur, leſu whathaft,can you not [tay a while ? 
Do you not ſee that I am out of breath? 

1«, Aow artthou out of breath, when thou haſt breath 
To ſay to me,thatthou art out of breath? 

T he excuſc that thou doſt make in this dclay, 
Is longerthen the tale thou doſtexcuſe, 

Is thy newes good orbad?anſwereto that, 
Say cithcr and Ile ſtay thecircumſtance; 
Letme beſarisfied,ift good or bad? 

Nur, W<l, you haue madea {1mple choice, you know not 
how to chuſe a man: Romeo,no not he though his face bee bet- 
ter then any mans, yet his legexcels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foote anda body,though they be not to be talkton, yer 
they arcpaſt compare;heis not the lower of curtelic, bur lle 
warrant hunas gentle asa Lawme:gothy waics wench, ſcrue 
God. What hauc you dinde at home? 

[u, No no,But al lthis did I know before 
What ſaics he of our marriage,what ofchat?r 

Nur. Lord how my head akes, what a head haueT: 

Tt beates as it would tall in twenty pecces. wy 
F My 
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My backe a tother fide,a my backe,my backe: 


The moſt lamentable Tragedic | 


Bethrew your heart forſending mcabout 
Jo catch my death with 1aunling vp and downe, 
Is. ltaith I am ſorriethat thou art nut well. 
Sweete {weete,lweete Nutſe,tcll me what ſayesmy lone? 


Nur. Yourloueſaics ike an honelt Ger.tleman, 


And a courtcous,and a kind,and a handſoue, 


And 1 warrant a veituous, wheres your mother? 

Is. Whereis my mother, why ſheis wichin, where ſhould ſhe 
How ocly thoureplelt: (be? 
Your loue ſaics like an honeſt gentleman, 
Where 1s your mother? . | 

Nur, © Gods Lads deare, 
Arc youſo hor,marrie come vp Itrow, 
Is chis the peultis tor my aking bones; 
Henceforward do your mciluges yourlelte, 
'u/s, Heres ſuch a coile,come what ſaics Rome; 
Nas, Haue you got leaue to goto {hritt to day? 
1s, 1 hauc. 
Nur. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrencs Cci:, 
There ſ{tazes a huszbandro make y ou a wite: 
Now comesthc wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, 
Ther'le be mn (carler{traight at any newes: 
Hic you to Chiirch, ] mult an other way, 
Tofetch a Ladger by the which your Love 
Nut cimde a birds neaſt ſoonc when itis darke 
lam the drud ze,and toile 1n y our delight: 


' Bur you ſhall beare the burthen ſoone at night, 


Go lletodinner,hic you to the Cell. 
{x. Flic to high fortunc,honelt Nutrſc farewell. 


A Exeunt, 
Emer Frier and Romco. 
_ _ Fri, Soſmiletheheauens vpon this holy a, 
T bat after hourcs,with ſorrow chide vs not, 
Re, A men,amen,bur come what ſorrow can, Bs 


It cannot counterualle the exchange of ioy 


of Romeo and Iuliet, 


That one ſhort minute gives mein her ſight: 
Do thou but cloſe —— with holy words, 
 Thenlouec-deuouring death doe what he dare, 
It 15 1inough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. T heſe violent delights haue violent endes; 
Andintheir triumph dielike fircand powder; 
Which as they kifſe conſume. The (weeteſt honey 
Is loathlome 1m his owne deliciouſnefle, 

And ain the taſte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth ſo, 
To0\witt arr1ues as tardic astoo flow, 1 


FX #ter Tuliet, 


Here comes the Lady, Ch ſo light afoot 
V Vill acre weare outthe cuerlatting flint, 
A louer may belſtride the goſſamours, 

T hat ydies in the wanton ſommer ayre, 
And yctnotfall, ſo lightis vane. 

1u. Goodeuen to my ghoſtly confcſlor, 

Fri, Romeeo (hall thanke thee daughter for vs b8th, 

J«, Asmuch to him,elſ{cis his thanks too much. 

Rs, Ah Zahir, if the mealure of thy 1oy 
Beheapt like mine, and chat thy skill be more 
Toblalonit, then ſweceten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich mulicke tongue, 

V nfold che imagin'd happinesthat both 
Receiuein cither, by this deare encounter, 

Is. Conceitmorerich in matter then1n words, 
Prags of his ſubſtance, not of ornament, | 
They arebut beggers that can count their worth, 
Bur my ecuc louc 1s growne to {uch excetle, 

I cannot ſum vp ſum ot balfe my wealth. 
' Fri, Come,come with me,and we will make ſhort worke; 
For by your lcaues, you ihall not ſtay alone, 
Till holy Church incorporate ewo 1n one, 
Þ 2 Enter 


T be moſt lamentable T ra oedie 


Enter Mercutio, Benuolio, andmen, 
Ben. Tpray thee good Merc: lets retire, 
T he day 15 hot, the Capels abroad: 
And it we mcer, we ſhall not ſcape a brawle,for now theſe hot 
dayes, is the mad blood (turing, 

Aer, Thou art ike one ot theſe fellowes,that when he en. 
ters theconunes of a Taucrne, claps me his (word vpon the 
tablc, and laycs, God ſend me no need of thee:and by the 9. 
peration of the econd cup,drawes him on the Drawer, when 
indcedrherci>no need, 

Ben. Aml like fucha fellow? 

© Her. Come,com:, thouart as hot aIacke in thy moode, 
a$any in /rafe:and atloone moucd to be moodie, and afſoone 
moodic to be moued, 

Zen, And whattoo? 

Aer, Nay and there were two ſuch, wee ſhould haue none 
ſhorely , for one would kill the other : thou , why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hatha haire more, ora haurcleſle in 
his beard, then thou haſt $; chouwile quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, hauing no other reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt 


| haſel eyes : what eye, butſuch aneye, would ſpic out ſucha 


quarrelzthy head 1s as ful ot quarrels,as aneggeis tul ot meat, 
and yetthy head hath bin beaten as addle asan egge for quar. 


' Telling: thou haſt quareld witha man for cofting in the ſtreet, 


becauſc he hath wakened thy dog thathath laine aſlcepe in the 
ſun. Didft thou notfa:l out witha tailor for wearing hignew 
doublet before Eaſter:with another, tor tying his new ſhoes 
with old riband, & yetthou wilt tutor mee from quarrelling? 
Ben: AndI were ſo apt to quarel as thou art,any man ſhould 

buy the fee-ſimple of my life, foran houre anda quarter, 

Mer, Thetee-limple, Ofimple, 

Enter 1 ybalt,Petruchio,avd others, 

Ben, By my head here comesehe Capalets, 

Aer. By my heele I carenot, 
T5b4/. Follow me cloſc,for I will ſpeaketo them, 
Gentlemen, Good den,a word with one of you. 


> 


Ma er, 


of Romeo and Iultet. 


Mer. And but one word with one of vs? couple it with ſom- 
thing,make ita word anda blow. 

Ti. Yon ſhall find me apt inough to that fir,and you wil give 
me occaſion, : _- 

HMercut, Could you not take ſome occaſion without gie 
wing? 

Tir Mereutio thou conſorteſt with Romeo. 

Mer, Conſort, what doſt thou make vs Minſtrels? & thou 
make Minſtrels of vs, looke to heare nothing but diſcords, ' 
hceres my fiddiciticke , heeres that ſhall make you daunce: 
zZounds conſort, 

Ben. V Vetalkehereinthe publike haunt of men: 

Either wichdraw vnco ſome priuateplace, 
Orreaſon coldly of your greuances: 
Or elſe depart, hcrealleies gazcen vs. 

Mer, Mens eyes were made to looke,andletthem gaze. 

I will not budge tor no manspleaſure I, | 
Enter Romeo. 
Ti. VVellpeacc be with you fir, here comes my mans 

Aer, Bur lle be hangd fir if he weare your huery; 

Marry go betore to field, heele be your follower, 
Your worthip 1n that ſenſe may call him man. 

Tb Romeo,the loue I beare theegcan affoord 
No better terme then this:thou artavillaine, 

Ro Tibalt,the reaſon that I hauc toloue theey 
Doth much excuſc the appertainung rage 
Toſucha greetingtvillaine am I none. | 
Thereforc tare well | ſee thou knowelt me nor, - 

Ti. Boy,this ſhall not excuſe the 1nzuries 
T har thou halt done me therefore turne and draw, 

Re. I doprotelt I neuer intured thee, 

But lone thee better then thou canſt deviſe: 

Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my loue, 

And ſo guod Capuler,which namel tender f 

As dearcly as my owne, be ſatisfied, | 
Her, Ocalme,diſhonourable, vile ſubmusfion: 


F 3 Alla 
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Alla ſtucatho carrics it away, 
Twbalt,y ou ratcat.her will you walke? 
| 71, VVhat woulds thou haue with me? . 
1, Good hang of Cats,no thing butone of your nine li- 


ues, that I mcanc tomake bold withall,,& as you (hall viſeme 


hereatter dry beatethe relt of the eight ,Will you pluck your 


ſword out of his pitcher by the carcs2make haſt,leaſt minc be 
about youreares ere 1t be Out. - 


Ti. lamtor yon, 

Ro, Gentle CAercmto,put thy Rapier vp. 

Afer. Come lir your Pallado, 

Ro. Draw Benwolw, bcat downe their weapons, 
Gentlemen, for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 
Tibalt, Mercurio, the Prince expreſly hath 
Forbid bandying m }erona [treetes, 

Hold 7#ba!t,zoo0d /Mercutio, 


_ ray Tibalt. 


Mer, Tam hurt. 
A plague a both houfes, Tam ſped, 
Is he gone and hath norhing? 

Fen, V Vhatartthou hure? 

Mer. 1] atcratch,afcratch,marry tis incug'1, 
V Vhereis my Page? voe villaine fetch a Surgcon, 

Ro, Courage man,the hurt cannot be nuch. 

Aler.Notsnotiodcepeas a well,nor s0 wide as a Church 
doore, but tis1nough, twill ſeructaske for me co murrow, and 
you ſhall ind me a grate man. I am peppered | warrant, for 
this world, aplazue a both your houles, ſounds a dog, arat, a 
moule, a cat to {cratch a man to death, a brag vart, arogue, a 
villaine, that fizhts by thebooke of arithmeuck, why the 
dcu le came you berweene v$?] was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro, Ichought all torche beſt, 

C1:r. Helpcinc into ſome houſe Benxolio, 


Or 


of Romeo and Tuliet, 

Or 1ſhall faint,a plaguea both your houſes, 
They haue made wormes meat ofme, 
Lhaue it,and ſoundly to your houſes, 
- EF xa 

Re, This Gentleman the Princes neare alie, 
My very friend hath gotr his mortall hurt 
Inn y bchalte,my reputation ſtaind 
With Trbatts flaunder, Tibalt that an houre 


Hath beene my Cozin,O ſweet ule, 


Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, | 
Andinmy teryper iotined valours ſtecle, 


Enter Benuolio., 


Ben, O Romeo Romeo, braue Aercytions dead, 
T har gallant ſpirit hath aſpir dthe Cloudes, 
VY tich too vatunely here did ſcorne the earth, 
Re, This daies blacke tate, on mo daies doth depend, 

T h1s but begins,the vo others muſt end. 

Zen. Here comes the furious Txbalt backe againe, 

Ro, He gonintriumphand Mercurio lains, 
Away tO hea! enrcſpettiue lenitie, 
And fter and tury,be my conduct now, 
Now 715alt cake che villaine back againe, 
That late thou gaucſt mc,for Mercarios cad 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 
Staying tor thine to keepe him companie: 
Either rbou or L,or bath ,mull coc with him. 

Ti. Thou wretched boy that didſt conſort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Ro, T his ſhall determine thar. 

They fiabt,T ibalt aller, 

| Ben, Rameozaway be gone: 
The Citizens are vp,and Tuwatt \laine, 
Stand not amazed,the Prince will doome thee death, 
It thou arttaken, hence begone azw ay, 


Reme. O 


We 


- Pen.Tibalt here flaine, whom Remeos hand did (lay, 


| The molt lame nt able Trapedie 


* Ro. O Iam tortunes foole, 
Ben, Why dolt thou ſtay? 


Exit, Romees 
Enter Citizen, 

_ Citi, Which way ran he that kild Mercntio? 
Twa/t that murtherer,which way ran he? 

Benw. T herchies that Tbalt. 

Cui. Vplir go with me; 
I charge thee in The Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince,old Mountague, Capulet, 
ther wines and all, 

Prin, V Vhere arethe vile beginners of this fra\? 

Zen, O Noble Prince,I can diſcouer all: 
The vnluckic mannage of chis tatall brall, 
"There hes the man daine by young Romeo, 
Thatilew thy kin{man braue Aercatio, 

Capn Wi,Twaltny Cozin,O mycbrothers child, 
O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O thebloud is (pild 
Ot my'dcarc kinſma n, Princeas thou art true, 
For bloud of ours,thead bloud of Mountague. 
O Cozin,Cozin- 

Prim. Benuols, who began thfs bloudy fray? 


Romeo that ſpoke hun Frm, bid him bechinke 

Hownmice the quarrell was,and vrg'd withall 

Your high difplcature all this vttered, 

VVith gentle breath,calme looke, neeshumbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the varuly (plecne 

Ot TbÞe deate to peace, but that hetilts 

V Vith Peircing {tcele at bold A7ercunios breaſt, 

V Vhoallas hot, turnes deadly point to pon, 

And with a Martial ſcorne,with one hand beatcs 

Cold death alide, and with the other ſcnds | 
It back to T#b4/r,whole dexterity | 

| Retorts if, Kemeohe cries aloud, 

Hold tricnds, fricnds part,and {\ ifter then his tongue, 


His 
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His aged arme beats downe their fatall poinrs, 

And twixt themruihes, vaderneth whoſcarmc, 

An cnutous thrult from T#64/e, hit the 1ife 

Ot {tout Aercurio,and then Tub alt fled, 

Butby and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly cntertatncdreuenge, 

| And toote they goe like lightning, for cre I 
Could draw to part them, was [tour That ſlaine: 

And as hetell,did Komzeo turne and flie, 

This 1s the truth, or let Penxolw dic, 

Ca, Wi, Heisa kinſ:nan tg the Iſountapae, 
Aﬀetion makes him talſe,he ſpeakes not true: 
Some twenty of them tought inthis blacke (trife, 
And allthoſe twenty could but kill ene life, 

I beg torTuttice which thou Prince mult give: 
Romeo flew Tibalt, Romeo mult notliue, 
Prin, Romeo ſlew him,he flew Aercutw, - } 
Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe, \ 
Cap. Not Remes Prince, he was Afercautiostriend, 
His tault concludes, but what the law {hould end, 
Thelite of Twbat. 
Frm. And tor that offence, 
Immediately we doc exile him hence: 
I haue an intereſt in your hearts proceeding: 
Ny bloud for your rude brawles doth lic a bleeding. 
But Ile amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
T hat you thall all repent the loſe ot mines 
Ic will bedeate to plcadingand excules, 
Nor tcares,or prayers thal! purchaſe outabulcs. 
Therefore vie none, let Romeo hence in halt, 
Elſe when he is found, that hourels his laſt. 
Bearc hence this body,and attend our will, 
Nlercy but murders, pardomng thoſe thatkil,, 


Enter Juliet alone, 
Callop apace,you ficry footed eedes, 
G 


T he moſt lamen*ab'e T ravedie 


Towards Phebus lodging, ſuch awagoner 
| As Phacton would whip you to the well, 
And bring in clowdie night immediately, 
Spread thy cloſc curtaine loue-pertorning night, 
T hat runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leape to theſe armes,vntalkt of and viſcene, 
Loucrs can (ce to doctheir amorous rights, 
And by their owne beauties, orif louc be blind, 
Ic belt agrecs with night, come ciwill night, 
Thou ſober ſuted matron all in blacke, 
Andlcarneme how toJloolea winning match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainleſle maidenhoods, 
Hood my vnmand blood bayting ia my checkes; 
With thy blackemantle, till ſtrange loue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue acted (imple ———_ 
Comenight, come Romes, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt he ypon the wings of night, 
V Vhiter then new ſnow vpon a Rauens backe: 
Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night, 
 Giue me my Kemeo, and whenT ſhall die, K 
T ake him and cuthim outin little ſtarres, 
And he will make the face of heauen {o fine, 
 Thatall the world will be 1n loue with night, 
And pay no worlhip to the gariſh Sun. 
OI hauc boughtthe manſ10n of aloue, 
But nor pollelt it, and chough Tam ſold, | 
Not yet enioyd, ſo tedious 1s this day, | 
Asis thenightbetore ſomefeſtiuall, 
To an impaticnt child that hath new robes 
And may not wearethem, O herecomes my Nutſe: 


| Emter Narſewith cords, 
| And ſhe bring newes.and eucry tongue that ſpeaks ' 
But Rewees name, ſpeakes heauenly eloquence: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thoutherc, 
The cords that Romeo bidthee ferch? 


Nar. I. 


0 f Romeo and luliet: 


Ner, I, I, the cords. 
- Juliet, Ay me,what newes? why doſt'thou wring thy hands: 
Nur. A weladay,hces dead,hecs dead, hees dead, 
We are vndone Lady, weare vndone. 
A lacke the day, hees 1s gone, hces kild, hcees dead, 
Ju. Can heaucn be (o cnuious, 
Nar, Romeo Call, 
Though heaucn cannot, O Romeo, Romeo, 
Who cucr would haue thought 1t Komeo. 
Is. What diuell art thou, that doſt torin-nt me thugs?» 
This torture [hould berorcd in diſmall hell, 
Hath Remeo flaine himfelfezfay thou bur I, 
And chat bare vowell 1 tall poyſon more 
T hen the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 
I am not], if there beſuchan I, | 
Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes thee anſwere I; 
It he be (laineſay], or if not, no, E NR 
Bricfe, ſounds, determine my weale or wo, 
Nur. I ſaw, the wound, I ſaw itwith mine cyes, 
God ſauethe marke, here on his manly breſt, 
A pitcous coarlc, a bloody piteous coarſe, 
Pale, pale as athes, all bedawbde in blood, 
All in gore blood, I ſounded atthe ſight, 
Is, O breake my heart, poore banckroutbreake at once, 
To priſon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 
Vilecarth to earth reſfigne, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preil: on heauic beare, 
Nur. O Tybalt, Tybatlt,the belt friend Lhad, 
Ocurteous Tybalt honelt Gentleman, 
T hat eucr 1 thouldliveto (ce thee dead, 
Iu, V V hatſtormeis this that blowes (o contraric? 
| Is Remeoſlaughtred? andis Tybalidead? 
My dear {t Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 
Then dreadfull Trumpet ſound the generall doome, 
For who is luung, if thoſe (wo are gone? 


G. 3 Nur, Tybalde 
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Nr. 7yb i: is gone, and Romeo baniſhed, 


 Remeo that kild aun he is baniſl:ed. 


[ultzt. O God, vid Romeecs hand (hed Tybalts blood? 
Ic did, it did, alas the day, it d1d. 

Nr. Olcrpent heart, hid with a flowring face, 

Is, Did cuer dragon keepe ſo fairc a Cauc? 


-- Beautifull tyranc, fiend angelical]: 


Rauenous douetcatherd Raucn,wolujſh-raucning lambe, 
Peſpifed ſubllance of dwineſt ſhow: 


luit oppoliteto whatchou 1uflly ſeem'ſt, 


 Adimmellaint, an honourable villaine: 


O Natvre, what hadſtthou to doe in hell, 
When thou didit bower theſpiritof a fiend 
In morta!l paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſhz 
\Was euer bookecontainivg ſuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous Pallace. 
Nr, Theres no truſt, no faith, no honeſtic inmen 
All periurde, all torſworne,all naughr, all dillemblers, 
Ah wheres my man? giue me ſome Aqua-vita? 


T heſe grictes, theſe woes, theſe ſorrowes make me old, 
Shame ccmic to Komeo, | 


I«, Bliltered be thy tongue 
Forfuch a with, he was not borne to ſhame: 
V pon his brow ſhame isatham'd to (it; 
For ti<athroane where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch ct the vnuerlſallcarth, 
Ouwhata beaſt was Ito chide at him? 


Nur. Will you ſpeake well of him that kild your coZin? - 


Is. Shall (peake1ll of Im chat 1s my husband? 


. Ah poore mylord, what tongue thall tmooth thy name, 


When I thy threc houres wite have manygled 11? 


| But wheretore viliaine didſt thou kill my Cozin? 


T hat villaine cozin would have kilciny husbandg: 
Backe too{ith tearcs, backe to your natiue ſpring, 
Your tributarze drops belong to woe, 


Which 


of RemevandTuliet, 


VVhich youmiſtaking offer vp to ioy, 

My husband les that Tubalt would haue ſlaine; 

a Tibatts dead that would hauc {laine my husb and; 

Allthis 1s comftort,w herctore weepelI then: 

Some words there was worſer then Tibalts death 

That murdred me,I would forget itfaine, 

Butoh it preiles to my memory, 

Likedamned guilty decedes to {inners minds, 

Tubalt is dead and Romeo Daniſhed: 

That banithed, thatone word baniſhed, 

Hath flaine ven thouſand Zi1balts: Tibalts death 

V Vas woe inoughttithad ended there: 

Or it ſower wo e delights in fellowſhip, 

And ncedly will be wrankt with other griefes, 

V Vhy tollow cd not when ſhe ſaid T1ba/t; dead, 

Thy cer or thy mother, nayor both, 

V V hich moderne lamencation mighr ſhag moued,. 

But with a reareward following Tibalts dcath, 

Rumeo 1s baniſhed to ſpeakethat word, 

Is father,mother,7 #ha/t, Romeo, [uliet, 

All laine, all dead: Romeo 1s baniſhed, 

There is no end,no limit,meaſure,bound, 

In that words dcath,no words can that woe ſound, 

V Vhere is my father and my mother Nurſez \ 
Nur. VVecping and wailing ouer Tibalts courſe, 

V Vill you goto them:I will bring you thither. 
{u,V Vaththey his wounds with teares: mine ſha] be ſpent 

VV hen theirs are drie, for Reweos banithment. 

Take vp thoſe cordes, pooreropes youare beguild, 

Both ycu and I for Romeo 1S exild; 

He made you for ahigh-way to my bed, . 

But I ania:de,oie marden widowed, 

Come cord,come Nurſe, Hle to my wedding bed, 

Anddeath not Rewieo,take my maiden head. 

Ne«r, Hie to your chamber,Ile find Rowzes 

Tocomtort youg] wor well wheiche 1s; 


G y Harke: 


| 
: 
F - 
: 
| 
: 


 Themost lamentable Travedie 


Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare atnight, 
Ileco lim, he is hid at Lawrence Cell, 

Iu, O tind him, giue this Rigg to my true Knighe, © 
And bid him come,to take his lalt farewell, 


Emer Frier and Romeo; 


Fri, Romes come forth,come forth thou fearfall man} 
Aftliion is enamord of thy parts; 
And thou art wedded to calamitic. 
Ro, Father what newes:2what is the Princes doome? 
W hat ſorrow craues acquaintance atmy hand, 
Thatl yet know nor? 
Fri, Tootamiliar 
Is my deare ſonne with fuch ſowre company? 
I bring thee tidings of the princes doome. 
Ro, Whatleſle then doomel(day is the Princes doomee 
Fri. A gentler iudgement vanitht from his lips, 
Not bodies death, but bodies baniſhment, 


Re. Ha,baniſhment?be mercitull, ſay death: 


 Forcxile hath more terror in his looke, 


Much more then death,do not ſay baniſhment, 
Fri. Here from }erona art thou baniſhed: 
Be patient, for the worldis broadand wide, 
Ro. Therets no world without Verona walles, 
Bur purgatoric,torture, hell it ſelfe: 
Hence bauithed,is baniſhtfrom the worid. 


And worldscxile is death. 7 hen baniſhed, 


Is death,miſtcarmd,calling death banithed, 


; Thou cutſt my head oft witha golden Axe, 


And ſmileſt vpon theſtroke that mwrders me. 

Fri, O deadly lin,O rude vathanketuIneſle, 
Thy falt our law calles death ,bur the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſht aſide the law, _ 

Aud turnd : blacke worddeath to bamiſhment, 


Exu, 


This 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


Thisis deare mercy,and thou ſeeſt it not. 

Ro Tis torture and not mercy, heauenis here 
Where /»het lines and every cat and dog, 
And little mouſc,cuery vaworthy thing 
Liuc here in heauen and may looke on her, 
But Romeo may not. More validitie, 
Morc honourable ſtate,more courtſhip lives 
In carrion flics, then Romeo:they may ſeaze 
On the wlite wonder of deare Iulzerr hand, 
Anditealeimmortal} bleſſing from her lips, 
Who cuen in pureand veRtall modeſtie 
Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſles fin. 
This may flics doe, when I fromthis muſt flic, 
Aadaiſt thou yet,thatexileisnot death? 
But Romeo may not, heeis baniſhed, 
Flies may doe this, but I fromthis muſt flie: 
They arc freemen , butI am baniſhed, 
Hadlt thou no poyſon mixtno ſharp ground knife, 
No ſudden meane of death,though nereſo meanc, 
But baniſhed to kill me:Baniſhed? 
O Frier, the damned vſe that word in hell: 
Howling attends it,how haſtthou the heart 
Being a Divine, a ghoſtly confeſlor, 
A {in obſolucr,and my friend profelt, 
Tomangle me with that word baniſhed? bo 

Fri, Then tond mad man,heare me alittle ſpeake, 

Ko. O thou wilt ſpeake againe of baniſhment, 

Fri, Ile giuethee armour to keepe off charword, 
Aducrſities (weete milke, Philoſophie, 
To comfort thee though thou art baniſhed. 
_/ Ro. Yetbaniſhedzhang vp Philoſophic, 
Vnleſlc Fhileſophie can make a 1wlur, 
Diſplant a towne,reuerſea Princes doome, 
It helpes not ,it preyailes not, talkenomore, 

Fri, O then I ſce,thatmad men hauenocares. 

Ro, How ſhould they, when wiſe men haue no eyes, 


Fri, Let - 


| Wert thou as young as 


'T he moſt lamentable T ragedie 


Fri. Let me diſpute with thee df thy eſtate. 
Re. T hou canlt not ſpeake of that thoudolt not fee!e} 
| tuber thy loue, 
An hour bur married, 7 :ba/t murdered, 
Doting like me,and like me bantthed, 
T hen mightelt thou ſpcake, 
Then nughtelt thou teare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the groundas I do nouv, 
Taking the meaſure of an vnmade graue. 
Enter Nurſe and kneckes, 
Fri, Ariſe one knocks, goud Romeo hide thy ſelfe, 
Ro, NotlI,vnlcile the breath of hartſicke grones 
Niſt-ukeinafold metromthe ſcarch of eyes. 
T heyknocke, | 
Fri, Harke how they knocke(whoſe there) Remes ariſe, 
Thou wilt betaken,ſtay a while , ſtand vp, 
Slud knocke. 


. Runto my ſtudy by and by, Gods will. 


What f1mplencllec15this:I come, I come, 
: | Knocke, | 
ho knocks ſo hard?whence come you:zwhats your will? 
| Emnter Nurjc, 
Nwr. Letme come in,and you [hall know my crrant: 
Tcome trom | ady Inlet. 
Fri, Welcome then, 
Nur. O holy Frier,O tcll me holy Frier, 
Yheresmy Ladies Lord,whercs Komee, 
Fri, There onthe ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke, 
Nar. Ohe is cyenin my Miltreile caſe, 
Tuſtin her caſe. O woſull ſumpathy: 
Pitcus predicament, cucn fo lies ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 


Stand vpyſtand vp, and and yo ube aman, 


_ For wlrets ſakegtor her ſake riſe and ſtand: 


Vhy ſhould you falluito ſodeepe au: 
41a. Nurle, | Nur. Alt 


of Romeo and Iultet: 


Nur. Ah ſir,ah fir, deaths the end of all, 
Ro, Spakeſt thou of Juhet? how is it with hex? 
Doth not the thinke me an old murtherer, 
Now I haue ſtaind the childhood of our ioy, 
V Vich blood remoued, but little from her owne? 
VV here is ſhe? and how doth ſhezand what layes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 
Nur. O' the ſayes nothing lir, but weeps and weeps, 
Andnow tals on her bed, and then ſtarts vp, 
And 7yba/t calls, and then on Romeo cries, 
Andthen downe falls againe, 
Ro. Asit that name thot trum the deadly levell of a gun,. 
Did murther her. as that names curſed hand 
Murdred her kinſman. Ohtcll me Frier, tell me, 
In what vile parcof this Anatomic | 
Doth my namelodge? Tell ime, that I may ſacke 
The hatefullraanſion. 
Fri. Flold thy deſperate hand; = 
Artthoua man? thy torme cries out thou art?, 
Thy tcares are womanith, thy wild aRts deugte 
The vn:cecaſonableturie of a bealt; 
Vnſcemely woman ina ſeeming man, 
And ill beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming both, 
Thou haſtamaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy difpolition better temperd. 
Haſt thoullaine 7yb./2 wiltchou ſlay thy (elfe? 
Andilay thy Lady, thatin chy lite hes, 
By doing damned hate vpon thy lclfe? 
V Vhy raylecl(t thou on thy birth? the heauen and carthe 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all chree doe mcer 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldlit looſe. 
Fie,fie, thou ſhameſt thy ſhape, thy louc, thy wit, 
Which like a Vſurer aboundlt in ail: 
And uvſcſt none in that true vſc indeed, | 
V V hich ſhould bedecke thy ſhape, thy loue, thy wits 
4 hy noble ſhape, is buta fornic of waxc, _ 
| H Digrefsing 


þ 9 _ 
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: 


\ Thy dearc loue ſowrne but hollow periurie, 


' T hemo#t lament able Tragedie 


Diſgreſſing from the valour ofaman, 


Killing that loue which thou haſt voxd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit,that ornament, to ſhape and loue, 
Mi1ithapen mn the conduct of them both: 

Like powder 1na $killeile ſouldicrs flaske, 

I; {cra her by thine owne19gnorance, Vin 
And thou 4t{mcmbred with :thinc owne defence. 
V Vhatron ſe cheewan,thy /uberis alive, 

For whote deare ſake thou walt but lately dead, 
There art thou happy,Tibalt world kill thee, 

Bur thou flewelt 7:4 alr,there art thou happie, 
The law that threatned death becomes thy tricnd, 


 Andturneitto exile,there ar: thou happy, 
A packe ot bletling light vpon thy backe, 


Happineſle courts thec in her belt array, 
Butlikea mi'baued and (ullen wench, > 
Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue: 


Takehcede, take heede,for ſuch dic miſcrable. 
 Goe get thee tothy loue as was decreed, _ 


Alcend her chamber,hence and comtort her: 


_'Butloovke thou ſtay nor till the watch be (er, 


For then thou can(t not paſle co Manna, 
Where thou ſhalt liuc till wee can find a time 
To blaze your marriage reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince andcall thee backe, 
With twenty hundred thouſand tunes moreioy 
Then thou wentſt forth itn lamentation. ; 
Goe before Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all re houſc to bed, 
Which heauy ſorrow makes them: apt vato, 
Romeo1s comming, 
Nar, O Lord,l could have ſtaid hereall the night, 
To hearc good counſcll,oh whatlearning 1s: 
My Lord,ile tell my Lady you will come, 
R, Do io,andbidmy ſweeteprepareto chide, 


Nur, Here 


UN NEW 


of Romeo and [uljet. 


Nar, Hereſir, a Ring ſhe bid me giue you fir: 
Hie you, make haſte, for it growes very late. 
Ro, How well my comtort 1s reuiu'd by this. 
Fri, Go hence, goudnight,& here ftandsall your [Hater 
Either be gone betore the watch be let, | 
Or by the breake of day diſguiſd from hence, 
Soiourne in Aantna, ile find out your man, | 
And he thall ſignifie from time to time, 
Eucry good hap to you, that chaunces here: 
Giue me thy hand, tislate, farewell, goodnight, 
Ro, But that a oy paſt 10y call; out on me, 
It were agrictc, {o brictcto part with thee: 
Farewell, 
| E xeunt, 
Enter old Capulet, his wife and Paris. 
Ca. Things hauetalne out fir fo valuckily, 
That we hauc had no time to moue Our daughter, 
Looke you, ſhe lou'd her kinſman 7Tyba't dearcly, 
And fo didI, Well we were borne to die, 
Tis very late, ſheele not come downe to night: 
I promiſe you, but for your company, 
1 would have bina bed an hourc ago. 
Paris. Theſe times ef wo, affoordno times to wooe: | 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter; 
La, 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow, 
To night ſhe1s mewed vp to ner heauines, 
Ca, Sir Paris, I will make adeſperate tendec 
Ot my childesloue:Ithinke ſhe will be rulde 
In all reſpe&s by me: nay more, I doubt it not, 
Witc, zo you to herere you goto bed, 
| Acquaint her hereof,my ſonne PariMoue, 
And bid her, marke youme,on wendlday next, 
Bur ſotr, what day is this? 
Paris Monday my Lord, 
Ca, Monday, haha, well wend{day is too ſoone, 
A thurſday ler it be, athurſday tell her 


, 
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The moſt lamentaBle 'T arcdie 


She ſhall be marricd to this noble Earle: 


V Vill you bercady? do you like this haſte? 
V Vezlc keepeno great adoc,africndor two, 
Forhaike you, Tyb ul being ſluncſo late, 
Jr may be thought we held hun carclef] , 
Being our xin{man, if we revell much; 
Thercforc weele haue ſome halfe a dozen friends, 
And thereanena, but what ſay you to Thurſday? 

Paris, My Lord, I would chat thurſday were to morrow; 


Ca. V Vell, getyou gone, a Thurſday, bextthen; 
Go youto [x{ecrereyou gorobed, 


Preparc her wite, againlt this wedding day, 


Farewell my Lord, light ;o my chamber ho, 


Aforcme, it 15ſo very late, that wenuy call itcarly by and by, . 
Goodnwght. 


E xennt, 

Enter Romco and Tulict aloft, 

1s, V Vilt thou be gonc? ltisnot yet neare day; 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 
T hat pierlt the fearcfull hollow of thinecare, 
Nightly the fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Belceuc melove, it was the Nightingale. 

Romeo. It was the Larke the herauld of the morne, - 


No Nighnngale, looke lone whatcnuious [treakes + 


Do lace the {eueringcloudes in yonder Ealt; 
N1ghts candlesare burnt ont, and 1ocond day 
Standstipto on themyllic Mountaines tops, 
L mult be gor.candliue, or ſtay and die. 

#4. Yondlightis not day hghr, 1 know it 1; : 
Itis ſome Metcor that the Sun exhalcs, 
To beto thee this mghta Torch-bcarcr, 


| And lightthee on thy way to Cllantsa. 


T berefore ſtay yet, thounced(ſt not to be gone. 


Re, Letme betane, let me be put rodeach, 
I am content, fo thou wilt hauec 1t (0, 


llc ſay yon gray isnot the mornings eye, 


Tis 


: of Þ omeo and Tultet, 


Tis but'the palercfiexe of Cimhias brow. 
Nor tiat 15 110t the Larke whoſe noates doe beate 
The vaulty heaucn ſo high abouec our heads, - 
Thauc more care to ſtay then will to 20%; 
 Coine death and welcome, /ahert wills it fo. 
How iſt my ſoule, Jets tatke1tis not day, 
In, Itis,itis,hic hence be gone away: 
Iris the Larkethat ſings ſo out of cune, | 
Straininz harſh Diſcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes, - 
Sormeſav the Larke m kes (ſweete Diniſton, 
1his doth not ſottorſhe devideth vs, 
Some lay tne Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 
O now I would they had changde voy ces too: 
S.nce armef:om arme that voyce doth vs affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntſup to the day, 
O now be gone,more :12ht and 1ght-1t growes, 
Romeo, i\Jorelight and Ight, more darke and darke our 
WOCS. | | 
Emer J1a1ame and Nur/e, 
Nur. Madam. 
714, Nurſe. 
Nur. Your Lady Motheris cumming to your chamber, 
T he day 1s broke, be wary,looke abuur, = 
/#, Then window let day in,andIectlife out. 
Ro, Farewell,tarewell, one kiile and Ile deſcend. 
{x. Art thon gone ſo,louc,Lord;ay husband, fricnd, - 
I mult n-are from thce every day in the houre, . 
For in a minute there are many daies, 
O by this count I ſhall be much 1n yeares,;- 
Fre | againe behold my Koweo, 
Re, Farcwellt 
I will ont no oportunitie, | 
1 hat way convey my greetings toneto thee, 
Iu, O chinkelt thou we thall evermecte agarne? 
Ro, 1 doubt it not,and all thele woes thall {crue 


For {x ccre diſcourtes in our tumero come, 
H 3 In; 0 
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The moſt lamentable Travedie 


Rs, O God Ihaveanill diuining ſoule, 
Me thinkes I ſee thee now,thou art lo lowe, | 
As one dead in the bottome ofatombe, 

Either my eye-light failes,or thou lookeſt pale. 
Rom, Andtrult me louc,in my eye fo doe you? 
Dric ſorrow drinkes our bloud, Adue,adue, 
| Exe 
1s. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thec'fackle, 
Ifthou art fickle, what doſt thou with him -! 
That is renowmd for faith?be fickle Fortunes 
For then l hope thou wilt noc keepe himiong, 
But ſend him backe, 
Enter Mother, 
La, Hodaughter,are you vp? 
Is, V Vho itt that callszit ismy Lady mother, 

Is ſhe not downeſo Late or vp ſoearly? 

V Vhat vnaccuſtomdcaule procures her cither? 

| £4, VVhyhownowluber. 

Is, Madam I am notwell. | 
La. Euermore weeping for your Cozins death? 
_ VVhatwiltthou walh him from his graue with tcares? | 
And it thou couldit, thou could(t not make him liue: 
Theretorc have done, ſome griete ſhewes much of loue, 
Put much ot griete,ſhewes {till ſome want of wir. 
I», Yetlet me weepe, for ſuch a fecling lofle, 
_ £aSothall youfcelc the lolle, but not the friead 
VVhich you weepefor, 
I», Feeling (othclolle, 
I cannot chuſe but euer weepethe friend. 
 _Za,VVell girle,thou weepſtnotlomuch forhis death, 
* As thatthe villaine lives which flaughtercd lum, | 
Is. V Vhart villaine Madam? 
La. Thar ſame villaine Romeo, 
Is. Villainc and hc be many milesa ſunder: 
God pardon,Idoe withall my heart: 
And yet no manlike hc,doth gricuc my heart. 


La. That 


ramen tact 
f 


— 


0 f Romeo and Iuliet: 


La, Thatis becauſe the Traitor liues, 

In, I Madam fromthe reach of theſe my hands! 
Would none but Inught venge my Cozins Ceath. 

La, We will have vengeance fort, feare thounzt, 
Then weepe no more, lle ſend to one in Manine, 
Where that ſame banitht runnagate doth live, 
Shall give him ſuch an vnaccuſtomd dram, 
T hat he ſhall ſoone keepe Trba/e company? 
And then I hopethou wilt be ſati>fied, 

[u. Indeede q neuer ſhall be ſatisfied 

With Romeo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poorc heart ſo for a kinſman vext: 
Madamif you could find out but a man 
To bcarea poyſon,l would temper it: 
T hat Romeo hould vpon receitthercof, 
Sooneflcepein quiet, O how my heart abhors 
To hcare him namde and cannot cometo him, 
To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 
Vpon his body that hath ſlaughtered him. - 

Ao. Find thou the meanes,and ile find ſuch a man, 
But now ile tell thee toyfull ridings Gyrle. 

Iu. Andioy comes wellinſucha necdy time, 


| Whatarcthey,beſcech your Ladyſhip? 


A, V Vell,well,thou hafta carcfull father child. 
One who to put thee from thy heauines, 
Hath ſorted outa ſuddenday of 1oy, 
That thou expetts not,nor [lookt not for, 

Iu. Madamin happy ume, what day is that? 

A1. Marry my chuld,early next Thurſday morne, 


| The gallant, younz,and Noble Gentleman, 


The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make chee therea ioyfull Bride. 
ls. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 

Hethall not make me therca ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haſt,thatI mult wed 

Ere hc that ſhould be husband comes to wooe: 


'Tpray 


T he moſt lamentable T rape lie 


I pray you tel! my Lord and father Madam, 
I will not marrie yet,and when | doe, Iſ{weare 
It ſhall be Reweo, whom you know Ihate 
Rather then Parss,theſc are newes indeede, 
 * A, Here comes yourtather,tell him fo your ſelfe: 
And ſec bow he will take it at your hands, 
Enter Capulct awd Nur/c. 
Ca, When the Sun ſets,the earth doth drille deaw, 
But tor the Sualet of my brothers ſonne, : 
It raines downr1ght. How now a Conduit girle, what ſlillin | 
Euermore ſhowring in one little body? (teares 
Thou counterfaits. A Barke,a Sca a Wind: 
For (till rhy eyes, which I may call the ſca, 
Doc ebbe and flow withteares, the Barke thy body is; 
- Sayling 1nthis ſalt Houd,the windes thy ſighes, 
Who raging with thy tearesandthey with then, 
Withouraſudgen calme will ouer (et 
Thy tempeſt tolled body. How now vwite, 
Hauc you dcliuercdto her our decree? 
£#. Ifir,butihe will none, the giues you thankes, 
_ 1 would the toole were married to her graue. 
Cz, Soft take me with you.take me with you witty 
How will thee nonc?doth the nor giue vs thaoks? 
Is ſhe notproud:doth the notcount her blelt, 
| 3B Vaworthy as ſhe1s,that we haue wrought 
| So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome? 
| Iu. Not proud you haue,burt thanktull thatyou have: 
Et Proud can 1 neuer * of what I hate, 
But chankfull euen for bate,that is meant loue, 
Cz. How now, how now,choptlodgick,vhat is this? 
 Proudand Ithankeyou,and I thanke you not; 
'_ Andyet nor proud Miſtrille minion you? 
; 8 T anke meno thankings,nor proud meno prouds, | | 
| | | Furft-tde your fine Joints gainſt Thurſday ncxt, 
T » 20 with Paris to Saint Peters Church; 
| Oc 1 will drag thee on a hurdle thither, 
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of Romeo and Iuliet, 
Out you greenelicknelle carrion, out you baggage," 
Y ou tallowface, 
La. Fic,fic, whatare you mad? 
Is. Good Father, I beſeech you on my knees, 
Hearcme with paticnce, but to ſpeake aword. 
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, diſobedicnt wretch; 
I tell thee what, get thee to Churcha Thurſday, 
Or neuer after looke me in the face, 
Spcake not, replienot, donot anſwereme, 
My fingers itch, wife, we ſcarce thought vsble{l, 
T hat God had lent vs but this onely child, 
But now I ſce this one is one too much, < 
Andchat we haue a curſc1n hauing her: 
Out on herhilding, 
Nur. God in heauen bleſle her: 
You are too blame my Lord to rate her ſo. 
Fa. And why my Lady wiſdom, hold your tengue, 
Good Prudence, {matter with your goſsips, $0. 
Nur, Ifpcakeno treaſon, | 
Father,O Godigeden, 
May n<tone ſpeake? 
Fa, Peace you mumbline foole, 
Veter yourgrautic orca Goſsips bowle, 
For here we need1t nor. 
Wi, Youaretoo hot, 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 
Day,night,houre,ride,time,worke, play, 
Alone in companic, ſtill my care hath bin 
To haue hcr matcht, and hauing now prowded 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 
Of t:irc demeanes, youthtuli and nobly allied, 
Stutr as they ſay with honourable parts, 
A ts as ones thouglit would wiſhaman, 
And then to haue a wretched puling toole, 
A whining mammet, in her fortunestender, 


To anſwere, 1]c not wed, I cannot louez 
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Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 
zutand you will nor wed, ile pardon you, | 

Grazewhere yon will, you ſhall not houſe with mej 

L ooketoo't, thinke on'r, I do not vſeto ieſt. 

Thur(day 1snecre, lay hand on heart, aduiſc, 

And you be mine, iie 2iue you to my friend, 

| And you be not, hang,beg,ſtarue,dyecin the ſtreets, 9 

2d For by my foul, 1le nere acknowledge thee, | | 

\ 


- Bi-- Nor what 15 mune thall never doethee good; 
FE Trult coo'r, bethinke you,ite not be forſworne. Exn, 
Þ Jul, 1s there no pine ſitting 19 the cloudes, 
| Thatſces1nto the butrome of my gricfe? 
| Oſwectmy Mother caft me not away, 
== Peclay chis marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Or it you do not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monumeat where 7«bal lies. 

. Co, Talke notro me, for ile not ſpeake a word, - 
Do as thou wilt, for I hauce done with thee. = Fa 
- | Iulict, O God, O Nurle, how ſhall this be preuented? | 

| Wy NMy hbusband is on carth, my faithin heanen, 


- How ſhall chat faith returneagaine cocarth, 
Vanlelle thathusband ſend 1tme from heauen, 
By leauing carth? comtort me, counſaile me: 
Alacke,alacke, that hcauen ſhould practiſe (tratagems 
Vpon(o foft a ſubre as my lelfe, 
VWhat ſaiſt thou, haſt thou nota word of 10y? 
Soine comiort Nurte. zi (nothing, 
, Nur. Faith here it is, Reyeo is baniſhed, and all the world co 
Y That he dares nerecome backe to challenge you: 
; BE Orit hedo, itnecds muſt be by (tcalth» 
Then ſince the cafe ſo ſtands as nowit doth, 
; I thinke it beſt you married with the Countie, 
| Q heesalouely Gentleman: _ 
Komeos adithclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
 Hath notſo grecne,ſoquicke, ſo faircan eye 
As Pari:-hath, beſhrow my very heart, - | 


, x 


of Romeo and Inljet. 
Ithinke you are happy in this ſecond match, 
b For it excels your frit,or if it did not, 
Your firſt 1s dead,or twereas good he were, 
Asliuing here and you no vſe of him, 
. im, Speakeſt thou fcom thy heart? 
Neer, And from my ſoulc too, or elſe beſhrew them both. 
In. Amen. 
| Nur. What? 


Is. Well thou haſt comforted me maruailousmuch, 
Goin, and telly Lady I am gone, 
Hauing g dif plealde my Father, tO Lawriins Cell, 
. To make conteshon,and to be  abſol d, 
Nur, MarricIwill,and this 1s wiſely done, 
Is. Aunci:ntdamnation, O molt wicked fiend, 
| Is itmore ſin to wiſh me thus forfworne, 
Or to d&:{praiſc my Lord with that ſame tongue, 
Which ſhe hath praiſde him with aboue compare, 
$o many thouſand times:Goe Connſellor, 
Thouand my bofome henceforth ſhall betwaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 
If all elſe faile,my ſclfe hauc power to die. Exa,. 
Enter Frier «ud Countie Paris, 
Fri, On T hurſday fir,the time is very ſhort, 
Pa. Nly Father Capulet will have ito, 
AndIam nothing ſlow to ſlacke his haſt, ; 
Fri. Youlay you doenot know the Ladies mindc? 
Vneuen is the courſe, I lkeit nor, 
, Pa,lmmoderately the weepes for T*halts death, 
And tucreforc hauel little ralke of love, 
For Venus (miles notina houſe of reares,. 
Now lir,her father counts it dangerous 
That ſhedoth g1ue her forrow ſo much ſway: 
And in his wiſedome halts our mariage, 
To \t>pthe inundationot herteares, 
VVhich coo much mindedby her ſclfe alone, 
May be put fromher by ſocuerie, 
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I 2 Now 


The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


"Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſte 
Fri, I would | knew not why it ſhould be ſlowed, 
Looke fir here comes the Lady rowards my Cell, 
5 | Enter Julict, 
Par Happily met my Lady and my wife, 
/#, T hat inay be lir,when I maybeawife, 
Pa, Thatmay be,mult be louc,oa Thurſday next. 
1+. What mult be (hall be, | 


Fri, T hats a certainc text. | 
Par. Come you to make confesfion ts this Father? 
| in, Toanſverethat,T (hould conteſle to you. 
| 4 4, Do not denicto him, that you loue me, 
iu. 1] will contelle to you that { loue him, 
Pax; Sowill ye.I am ſure that you loue me, . 
1s. If1doſo,it will be of moreprice, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe,then to your face. 
Par. Poore ſoule thy faceismuch abuſd with teares; 
1. | he teares have gotiwall vitorieby thar, 
Forit was bad inough before their ſpight. x 
Pa, Thou wronglt it more thenteares with that report, 
Ls. That 13 no ſlander (ir, which isatruth, 
And what I ſpake,I ſpake it to my tace, 
Pa, Thy tace is minegand thou haſt flaundred it, 
Is. ltmay befo,fer itisnot minco yn. 
Arc you aticifure,holy Fathernow, 
Tt Or ſhall I come to youat encning Maſle? 
Fri. Nly leiſure ſeruesme perliue daughter now, 
My Lord we muſt intreatthe time alone, 
Pa, Godlhicld,l ſhould dilturbe deuotion, 
\  Jahet,on Thurſday early will Irowle yee, 
7 Till then adue,and keepe this holy kiſle, 
TI. ls O ſhuecthe doore,and when thou haſt doneſo, | 
| Come weepe with me, paſt hope, paſt cate,pailhclpe, | 
Fri, O Inlet, I alrcady know thy gricte, 
Ie ſtraines me paſt the compatſle of my wits, 
] kear: thou mult,and nochiwg may proroguc it, 


Ext, 


'On 
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of Romeo and Taliet, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Countie? 
Is. Tellme not Frier that thou heareſt of chis; 
Valeſle thou tell me how I may preuent it: 
Itin thy wiſedome thou canſt giue no helpe, 
Co thou but call my reſolution wile, 
And with this knite, Ile helpe it preſently, 
God ioynd my heart,and Rowmeos,thou our hands 
And ercthis hand by thee to Romeos ſeald; 
Shall be the Labell to another deede, 
Or my true heart with trecherous reuole, 
Turne to another,rh1s ſhall ſlay them both: 
T1 herefore out ot thy long experienſt time, 
Giue me ſome preſent counfell,or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me,this bloudy knife 
Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating that, 
Which the commusſion of thy yeares andart, 
Could to no1llue of true honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeake,l long to die, 
If what thou ſpeakit,ſpeake not of remedy..- + 
Fri, Hold daughter, I doe ſpica kind of hope, 
Which crauecs as deſperat an execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would preuent, 
If rather then to marric Countie Pris 
T hou haſt thellrength of will ts ſtay thy ſelfe, 
Then is ic likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thinglike death to chide away this ſhame, 
That coapit with death himſclte, to ſcape from it: 
Andif thou dareſt,lle gtue chee remedie. | 
1, Oh bid me leapezrather then marry Paris, 
From of the battlements of any Tower, 
Or walkeintheecuith waies, or bid me lurke 
Where Serpers are:chaine me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly ina Charnell houſe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reckie thankesand yealow chappels ſculls: 
Or bzd me go into a new made grauc, 
LY: And 


T he moſt lamentable T ragedie 
Ana hide me with a dead man in his, 0 
 Thungs thar to heare them told, hane made me trem ble; 
 And[zvilldocit withour feare or doubr, 
- Toliuean vnltaind wite to my ſweet loue, 
'_ Fri. Holdthen,goc home, be merrie,piuve conſent, 
To marrie Paru:weniday is to morrow, | 
To morrow nigh tlookethatthou he alone, 
Letnotthy Nurſe lic with cheein chy Chamber: 
Take chcu chis Vio!l being then in b-d, 
And this di{lilling l:quor drinkethou off, 
When preſently chrough all thy veines ſhall run, 
Acoldanddrowhic humour:tor no pullec 
Sh all keepe his native progreſle but ſurceaſe 
No warmth,no breath 1thall ceſtifie thou liuecſt, 
The Rolesin thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
Too many alhes,the eyes winedowes fall: 
Likedeath when ke thuts vp the day of life 
Each partdepriu'd of lupple gouernment, _ 
Shall [tiffe and Itarke,and cold appearclike death, 
And1n this borrowed likeneſle of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue two andforty houres, 
And then awake as froma pleaſant eepe, 
Now when thre Bridegroome inthe morning comes, 
To rowlſe thee trom thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Thenas themanner ot our country is, 
In thy belt robes vnconerd on the Beere, 
Bc borne to buriall inchy kindreds graue: 
Thouthalcbeborne to that ſame ancient yault, 
Whereallthe kindred of the Caputeri lie, 
In the mcane time azainſt thou thale awake, 
Shall Rowzeo by my letters know our drift, 
And iuther thali he come, andheand1I 
Vil watch thy waking.and that very m2hte — | 
Shall R-z2:0 bearethechince fo Mdauntuae. 
And ths thailttcethcetromehis preſentſhame, | 
It avincenitantroy gorw Omaniih teare, 
Abate thy valourin the acting it, lu, Gme 


"GD "RE OD at 


£3 


y | "* 
Li = 


of Romeo and Iuliet: 


14, Giue me, giuveme,O tellnot me off eare, 
Fri. Hold get you gone, be \trong and proſperous 
Inthis reſolue llc ſcnda Fries with ſpeed 
To CMantua with my letters to thy Lord, 
Tu. Loue cine me ſtrength, & (trength ſhall helpe afford: 
Farcyvclldearc tather, Ext. 
Emer F ather Capulet, ether, Narſe and 
Seruing men, two or Wha 
Ca: So many guelt; inuiteas here are writ, 
Sirrah,go hire me twenty cunning Cookes, 
Ser. Youlliall have none lll fiz,tor ile trieit oy can licke 
| m fhingcrs. 
Co. How can(t thou tric thera ſo? 
Ser, Narrie lir,tus an-11]l Cooke that canot lick his own nfingers: 
therc tore hethat cannot licke his fingers g cO0es not with me. 
Ca, Gobe gone, we (hall be much vnfurnithrfor this time; 
whatis my daughter gone to Fricr Lawrence? 
Nur. 1 torſooth. 
Ca, Well he may chance to do ſome nood on her, 
A pecuthſeltewillde harlotry itis, Enter lulict, 
Nar, See where the comes from ſhrift with merric looke. 
Ca How now my headſtrong,where haue you bin gadding? 
Is, Wherel hauc learnt me to repent the ſin 
Of difobedient oppoſition, 
To youand your bchelſts,and amenioynd 
By holy Lawrence, totall oroltrarc here, 
To beg your pardon, pardon 1 befeech you, 
Hencctorward 1 am cuer ruldby you, 
Ca. Send for the Countie, Zoerell him of this, 
Ile hauc this «not knit vp ro morrow morning, 
1.1 met thg v outhfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 
And gaue hun wv hat becomd loue I might, 
Not itcpping ore the bounds of modeſtie, 
Ca, Why Iam gladont,this 1s well, Band vp, 
T j11s is alt thould be, let me ſce the County: 
I caarric go 1 lay and tetch him hether, 
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Now 


'T hemoſt lamentable T'ra 0edte 


Nov : W God, this reuerend holy Frier, 
Aii ourwhbole Gitiei is much bound to him, 
{z. Nurle,will you goe with me 1nto my Cloſet, 
To kelpe me fort ſuch needtull ornaments, 
As you thinke fitto turnith me to morrow? 
Ao. No nottiil Thurſday, theres time inough. 
Fa, GoNutlſe,go with her, weele to Church to morrow. 
£xennt, 
Afo, 'V Velhall be ſhorti in our prouiſton, 
Tis now nearc night. 
Fa. Tuth, Iv 111 ſtirre Sour, 
And all things (hall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Go thou to ir, tit, helpeto dect kevp her, 
. He notto bed omeht, let mcalone: 
IHle play the hu(wite for this once, what ho? 
T hey arcalltorth, well 1 will walke my (ſelte 
tO CC ountic Pars, to prepare vp him 
Againſt tomorrow, my heart 15 wondrous light, 
Sincethis ſame way ward Gyrlc1s1o rcclaumd, 
Ext, 
| eleifulict and Nur(e, 
Is, I choſe attires arebell, but gentle Nurſe 
TI pray thee leauc me to my ſcltc to night; 
For I haue need of many orylons, 
To moue the heauens to ſmile vpon my ſtate, 
Yo welthou knowelt, is crofle and | ul of ſin, 
Enter Mother. | 
Ao, VV hat arc you bufie ho?nced you my help? 
1s. No Madam, we haue culd ſuch necetlarics 
As arc behoofetull for our ſtate to morrows: 
So plcalc you, Ict me now be leftalone, 
And lectche Nurſe chis nighc fat v with you, 
For lam ſure, MA ou haue your hands full all, 
Inthis ſo ſudden bulinefle, 


Ao, Good nijo ohe, 
Getthee tobed and reſt, forthou haſt necd. 
Excunt. :  _1n, Farewell, 


if. omeo and I alet. 


In. Farewell, God knowes when we ſhall meete againe, 

I haue a taint cold fearcthrills through iny veins, 
That almolt treezcs vp the heate of lite: | 
He callthcm backe 2gainero comfort ine, 
Nurtc, what {h0..1d lhe do herc? 
My diſmal Sccane I needs mult ac alone, 
Come V iall, what it thus muxrure do not worke at al;- 
Shail I be married chen to morrow morning? 
No, no, this thal! torbidir;he thou there, 
VVhartititbea po) ſon which che Frier 
Subtilly hach nunilired, to haue me dead, 
Leaſl 1n this marriage he ſhould be diſhonourd, 
Becauſc he marriicdine betore to Romeo? 
I tearc1tis, and yet me thinks 1t [hould not, 
For he hath {t:1] beenetricda holy man. 
How it when Iam Jaidinto the 1 ombe, 
]wakecbc.ture the rime that Koweo = 
_ Come toredeememe, theresafcarefull point ; 

Shall 1 not then be ſitfiedin the V aulte 
To whole toulc mourh no healthſome ayre breaths in, 
And there dic ſtrangled ere my Rees comes, 
Orit Lhue,is1tnot very like, | 
The horrible conceit of death andnight, 0 
T ogcther with the terror ot-«the place, 
As1n a Vaulte, an ancientreceptacle, 
V Vherc tor theſe many hundred yecresthe bones 
Ot all my buricd Aunceſtorsare packr, 
V Vherc bloody 7ybe/r yer but greenemnecarth, 
Lics feltring in his throwd, where as they ſay, 

Ac ſome houres inthenight, ſpirits reſort: 
Alacke, alacke, 1s it nothike tharl 
Socarly waking, what with loathſome ſmels, 
And ſhrikes |tke mandrakes torne out of the earth, 
That luing mortalls hearing them run mad. 
Oif Lwalke,thall Lnotbediltraus chr, 
Iauironcd with all cheſe hidious feares, 
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And madly ploy wh wy levefithera bs | 
And olucke the mangled Tybalt from 11s ſhrow 'de, 
And in ths rage, w ith ſcme grcat kinimans bone, 
As witha club daſh out my deſperate braines, 
O looke, me thinks I ſeemy Cozins Ghoſt, 
Secking out Kozzeo that did ſpit his body 
Vpon a | Rapicrs point: ſtay Tybalr, ſtay; 
[iomeco, Romeo, Rome, heres drinke, I drinke to thee. 
Enter Laayo! the bouſe and Nurſe. 
Li. Hold, take thele keies, and tetch more ſpices Nurfe. 
Nur, They ca!l tor Datesand Quinces in the Paſtrie. 
 Emterold Capulet. 
Ca. Come,tlir,{tir,ſftir thetecond Cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew Bel! hath roung,tis three a clocke: 
} ooketo the bakte meates, good Angelica, 
4.gro aot tor colt,” 
ar, Go you Cot-queane,go, 
"og outo bed, taith youle be licketo morrow 
For this nights watching, 
6Þ No1 nota whit, what? I haue ad crenuw 
All night forletle cauſe, and nere beene licke. 
+: 364: Ny you haue bin a mouſe-hunt in your time, 
Bur 1will watch youfrem ſuch watching now, 
Exit Lady and Nurſe. 
Ca. Aicalous hood a icalous hood,now fcllow,what i$ theree = 
Emer three or foure with [pitsand logs and barkets. 
Fel. Things for the Cooke ir, but 1 know not what. 
Ca, Make haſte, make haſte firra, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are, 
Fel. 1 hauca head fir, that will find out logs, 
And neuer trouble Peter ior the matter, 
Ca. Mallc and well ſaid, a merric horſon, ha, | 
T hou ſhalt be loggerhcad; good father tis day. | 
Play Alſafitke. 
The Countie will be here with muſicke ſtraight, 
For ſo he (aid he would, I heare him neere, 
Nucle, witc, what ho, har Nurſe I ſay? Emer. 1 


w—_—_——r— 


of Romeo and [ulret, 


Enter Nar/e, 
Go waken Iulzer, go andtrim her yp, 
Ile go and chatwith Pars, hic, make haſte, (1 ay, 
Make haſte, the bridegroume, he 15 come already,make haſte 
Nur. Miſtris, what multris, Juer, faſt I warrant her ſhe, 
Why Lambe, why Lady, fie you ſluggabed, 
VVhy Loue 1 ſay, Madam, {weert heart, why Bride: 
V Vhacnot awcrd, you take your peniworths now, !-. 
Slcepe tor a weeke, tor the next nizht I warrant 
Ine Countie Peary hath ſet vp his reſt, 
That you ſhall reſt but little, God forgiue me, 
: Niaarric and Amen:how ſoundis {hea fleepe: 
I mult nceds wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
I, lettize Countic take you inyourbed, 
Heelc fright you vp yfaith, wall itnot be? 
V Vhatarecſt, and in your clothes, and downe againe? 
] muſt needs wake you, Lady, Lady,Lady, 
Alas, alas, belpe,helpe, my Ladyesdead. 
Oh welcaday, that cuer I was borne 
Some Aqua-vitz ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Ao. VVhat noiſcis heare? 

Nr, Olamentableday. 

Ate, VV hatis the matter? 

Nar. Lookc, looke, oh heauic day. 

Aſo, O mg, O me, my child, my onely lifc: 

Reuijuc, looke vp,or I will dic with thee; 
Heclpe, helpe, call helpe, 
Enter Father. 

Fa. For ſhamebring aber torth, her Lordis come: 
Nur. Shees dead:deceaſt, thees dead, alacke the day, 
A. Alack the day,ſhees dead, thees dead,ſhees dead . 

Fa, Hah let me ſee her, out alas ſhees cold, 

Her blood is ſetled and her ioynts are ftiffe: 
Lite and theſe lips hauelong bene ſeperated, 
Death lics on her like an vntunely froſt 


Vpoa tive ſweerelt Lower of allthe ficld. 
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1 he moſt lamentable T ragedie 


Nr, Olamentabledav. 
110. O wotuli tac, 
Ft, Death: 21iathath tane her hence to make me waile, 
T:cs vpiny coavve and wilinnt let me (pcake, 
Pp nter Frier and the Connie, 
1I'ri. Come, 1s the Bride ready to 2oto Churchs. 
Fa. Ready to £0, butneucr to returne, 
O fonne, the n1: zhtbetore thy wedding day, 
Hath death Lune with thy wite, there le hes. 
Flower as (he was, detlowred by hi :1m, 
Death 1 is my ſonncin law,death ismy heire, 
iy danshter he hath nedded, | will ate, 
And leave him all lice hiwing, all 15 deaths, 
Paris, Hauc I thought long to ſce this mornngsface,, 
And coth itgine mefucha fhigÞhtas this? j 
1, Aecurlt; ;vnhappie, wretched hatefull day, 
Moſt m:iſ{crable leure that ere time faw 
In laſting labour of lits Pilgrimage, 
Þut one pore one, one. by cand loving clild, 
Bur one thing torewyceandWlacenmn, 
And cruelldcath hath catchrit from my ig. 
| Nez. O wo, O wolvuli,wotull, wotullday, 
Mott labkentabil Cay \mwoſt wotuliday, 
T hat ever, cucr, | Py vet bchold, 
O day | Oday , O day "Ohatctull&ay, 
Neuer was ſecnefo blacke aday as this, 
O wofull day, © wotull day, 
Paris. Beg wild, ciuorced, wronged, ſpighted, Naine, 
Molt detcitabledeath, by thee begunld, 
By cruell, cruellthce, quite overthrown e, 
O lone, O lite, nothfe, burloucin d.ath.. 
Fat. Ucſpilde, diltrcſted, hated, martird, kild, 


 Vncemtortable time, why can: ſtthou now, 
To murther, mwrther our ſolemmtic? 


O child, O child, my ſoule and not my child, 
Dead art thou, alacke my childis dead, . 


And with my child my oyesare buried, = Fri, Peace 


of Romeoand Iuliet: : 


S Fri, P:acc ho for ſhame, confuſtons, carelivesnot 
q Inthclecontultons,heauen and your (clte 
Had partinthis tatremaid, now hcauen hath all, 
And ali thc better 1s it tor the waid; 
Your part in her, you couldnot keepe from death, 
Butheauen kcepes his partin eternalllife: 
T he molt YOu ſought was her promonun, 
For twas your heauen the thould be aduanſt, 
And weepe ye now, ſeeing ſheis aduanit 
 Aboue the Clondes, as high as Heavenit (clfec. 
 Ointhis loue, you loue Four child fo ill, 
T nat yourun mad,ſecing that ſheis well: 
Sncesnot well married, that ]tues married lone, 
But ſhces bcit married, that dies married yong. 
Dric vp your teares, and {hcke your Roſemaric 
On this tairc Coarte, znd as the cultomeis, 
And in hcr beit array beare ker to Church: 
For though lome nature bids vs alllament, 
Yet Natures teares are Reaſons merriment, 
Fa. All things that we ordained feſtiuall,. 
' Turnetromthurothce to blacke F unerall; 
Our inſtruments to melancholy bells, 
Our weddings cheare toa ſad buriall feaſt: 
Our fo!emne hymnes to ſullen dyrges change: 
'Our Bridall flowers ſeruc tor a buried Coaric: 
And all things change them to the contrarie. 
Fri, Sir goyourn; and Madam, go with him, 
And go fir Pars, cuery one prepare. 
To tollow this f-ire Coarſe vnto her graue: 
The heauens do lowrevpon you tor iome 1112 
Noue them no more, by croſsingtheirhighwill, 
| E xeant :manet, 
 Mufi, Faith we may putvp our pipesand be ZOnc. 
Nur, Honeit goodfcilowes,ah put vp,putvp, 
For well you know, this 1s a pititull cale. | 
 Fia. Iby my troath, the calemay be amended, 
E xexwut 60mes K- 3 & Enter 
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| T he moſt lamentable T ragedie 


Enter Will Rempe. 
Peter, Nuſitions, oh Muſitions, harts caſe, harts caſe, | 
O, and you wall haucme live, play hearts caſe, 
EFiuler, \Vhy harts eale? 
Percr. O Muſitions becauſe my hart itſelfe plates,my hart 
O play me ſome mertie dumpe to comfort me. (is full: 
Aſmftrels, Nota dump wegtis no tyne to play now, 
Pet, You will not then? 
ies. No. | | 
Pet, Iwillchengiueityou ſoundly. 
Am, What will you giue vs? 
Pet. No money on ny Y faith, butthe glecke, - 
 _TJ»illgiueyouthe Manſtrell. 
Atm, Then will I giue you the Seruing creature, 
Per, Then will I lay the (eruing creatures dagger on your 
pate,1I will caric no Crochets, ile re you,lefa 
You, do younote me? 
| Min, And youre vs, and fa vs, younoete vs, 
| 2 CA, Pray you put vp your dagger,and put out your wit, 
| Thenhaucatyou with my wit, 
I} _ Peter. I willdric-beate you with an yron wit, and put vpmy | 
| Anſwere me like men, (yron dagger, 
When griping grictes the hart doth wound, then mulique 
| with her lilucr ſound. 
| Why {ilzer ſound, why muſicke with her faluer ſound , what 
ſay you Simon Catling? 
| Aim, Mary fir, becauſe ſiluer hath aſweetſound. 
Per, Prateſt, what ſay you HughRebick? 
| : lay ilucr ſound becauſe Mnſitions ſound for filuer. 
4. Pratelt to, hatſay youlames (ound polt? 
T AM. Faith Iknow not whatto ſay. 
; Per, Olery you mercy, youare the Singer. 
| I willfay for you; it  mulicke with her filuer ſound, 
Becauſe Mulitions haueno gold for ſounding: 
Then Muſicke with her {ilucr ſound with ſpeedy helpe doth 1 
lend redriefle, Ext. 


Aſin« 


of Romeo and Iuljet. 


Mm, What a peſtilent knaueis this ſame? 
A1.2. Hang him Iacke , come weelcin here, tatric for tke 
Mourners, and tay dinner, Ext 
Emer Romeo, 

Re. If Imay truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dre1mes preſage ſome1oyfull newes at hand, 
My boſomes Lifts lightly in histhrone: 

Andall this day an vnaccuſtomd ſpirit, 
Lifts me #bouc the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
Strange dreame that giuesa dead man leaueto thinke, 
And breathd ſuch hfe with kiſſes in my hips, 
T hat I reuiude and was an Emperor. 
Ah mc, how ſweet is loucit ſelfe polleſt, 
When but loucs ſhadowes are ſo rich in toy, 
Emer Romcos wan, 

Newes from V4rone, how now Balthazer ? 
Dolt thou not bring me Letters fromthe Fricr? 
How doth my Lady,is my Facher well? 
How doth my Lady Iwher? thatTaske againe, 
For nothing can beill, if ſhe bewell, 

Man, Then ſhes well, and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepesan Cape/s monument, 
And herimmortall part with Ang«!s liucs; 
I ſaw her laid lewin her kindreds vault, 
And preſently tooke polteto tell it you: 
O pardon me tor bringing theſe ill newes, 
Sance you did leauecit for my office ir. 

Ro. 1s it cucn ſo? then I denie you ſtarres, 

T houknoweſt my lodging, gct me inke andpaper, 
And hjr: poſt horſes, I will hence to night, 
Alan, Idobclſcech you fir, have patience: 
Your lookesare pale andwild,and do import 
Some miſaduenture. : 
Ro. Tuſh thou art deceiu'd, 
Leauc me, and do the thing Ibid thee de. 
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* No, Nomatter, get thee gone, 
 Andhvrethot hors, [le be with thee Nraight, 


| Lets fie tor meanes, O walchicte thouart {iv'ifr, 


Remnants of packthred, and 0!d cakes of Rules 
 Noung thus penury, tomy ſeltc I ſaid, f 


| Wholcſalcis preſent death in antes, * 


Being holy day, the bezgers ſhop 1s thu, 


The moſt lamentable Tragedic 


Haſt thouno Letters to me fro;u the Frier? 
A7an. No wy good Lord, 4 


Exu, 


\Well Leber, | will he with chee to night: 


1 o enter 1n the thoughts of deſperate men; : - 
1do rememberau Appothecarie, . 
Andhereaboutsa dwels, which late I noted 

In taicred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Cuiling ot Siimples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe mitertc had worne hnnto the bones: 
Anu in h1s neediethop a tortoys hung, 

An Alicgatcr (tuft, and other skins 

Ot ill thupte fithes, and about hus thelues, 

A begyerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene carthen pors, bladders and mullic ſeedes, 


Were thinly (cattered, to make vpa ſkew. 
Anit aman did necda poylon now, 


Her liucs a Caitifte wretch would ſell it him, 
O this ſame theughe did but torerunmy necd, 
And thus {ame needic man muſt ſcll1t me. 

As L remember, this ſhould bethe houſe, 


What hv Appothecarie; 
e-Ippo. Wnocalls fo lowd? 
Kom, Come hither man, [ ſce that thou art poorc, 
H -Id,thereis tortie duckets, lct me have 
C1431 ©1 p Cyhtcy, ſuch joone ſpecding geare, l 
V1] e3jþ c2161t {cle throug hallthe veines, 
a fthe lite-wearic-takei way tall dead, 
d thatihe Truncken.ay be diſcharge ot breath, 
violenily,as ballie powder fierd :  Doth 


of Romeo and [alet. 


Doth hurryfrom the fatall Canons wombe, 
Pots, Such mortall drugs I hauc,but Mantras lav 
Is dcath co any hethat vtrters them. | 


Ro, Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſle, 
Aud tcarcll co die, tamine151in thy cheekes, 
Need and opre(lion ſtaructh jn thy eyes, _ 
Contempt and beggery hangs vypon thy backe: 
The world 1s not thy tricnd,nor the worlds law, 
The worldatFoords no law to make thee rich; 
1 hen be nor poore but breakeit and cake this, 
| Po, My pouerty,but not my will conſents. 
Ro. 1 pray thy pouerty and not thy will. 
Fo, Purttusiaanyhquidthing you will 
Anddrike tott,and it you had che ſtrength 
Otcwenty men,it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 
Re. Thcreisthy Guld, worle poyſon to mens ſoules, 
Doing more murther in this Re v0 world, 
Then theſe poore compounds that theu maicſt not (ell, 
Iſell chec poyſon,thou haſt ſold me none, 
Farewell,buy foode,and ger thy (elfe in ficſh, 
Come Corduall and not poyion,go with me 
To &rts grauc,tor there mult vſethce, Excam., 
Enter Frier lohn to Frier Lawrence , 
Zh, Holy Franciſcan Frier,brother,ho, 
Enter Lawrence, 
| Ta», This fame ſhold be the voice of Frier Iobn, 
Welcome from Manna, what ſaycs Romeo? 
" Orit his mind be writ,pgiue me his Letter, 
1h. Going to find a barctoote brother out, 
One of our order to aſlociateme, 
Here in this Citie viſiting the ſicke, 
And finding him,the Scarchers of the towne 
Sutpe&ting that we both werein a houſe, 
Vherethe infeltious peſtilence dig raigne, 
Seald vpthe doo res,and would not let vs torth, 
So that my ſpeed to Aantnathere was (taid, 
L Lay, Whe 
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Themof#t lamentable T raxedie 


Law, V Vho bare my Letter then to Rowes? : 
| Ton. 1couldnotlendit, here nts againe, 
Nor getameſlcnger to bring it thee, 
So fearefull were they of infection, 
Law. V nhappic tortune, by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice, bur full of charge, 
Df dearc impart, and the neglecting it, 
May do much danger 2 Fricr /ohn go hence, 
Get me anIron Crow and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my Cell, - 
Jobs Brotherile go andbring it thee. 
Law. Now mult 1 to the Monument alone, 


 VVirhia this three houres will faire 1uliee wakc, 


Shee will beſhrew me much chat Romeo 
Hath had no notice ot thefe accidents; 
But I will write againe to /ſantre, 


And keepe her at my Cellrill Romeo come, "TIO 


| (Exir 


Pooreluwng Coarſe,cloſdeina dead mans Tombe, 
EnterParis ana bis Page, . | 

Pay. Giue me thy torch boy, hence and ſtand aloo 

Yetputitout, for I would not be ſecne: 

Vuderyond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy cate cloſe to the hollow ground, 

So ſhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread, 

Being looſe, vnhirme with digging vp of Graues, 

But thou ſhalt heareit, whiſtle then to me, 


 Aslignallthat thou hearelt ſomething approach, 


Give me thoſe flowers, do as I bid thee, go. 
Pare, Iamalmoſt afraid to ſtandalone _ 
Herc inthe Church-yard, yet I will aduenture; 


(Exit; 


fe, -: 


Par, SweetFlower with towers thy Bridall bed I irew} 


Owoc, thy Cayapie 1s dult and ſtones, 

V V hich with ſweet water nightly I will dewe, 
Or wanting that, with teares diftild by mones; 
The obſequies that I tor thee will keepe, 
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Nightly 
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of Romeo and Tultet, 


Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrewthy graue and weepe, 
Whiitle Boy, 
The Boy giues warning, ſomething doth approach, 
W hat curled foot wanders this way to night, 
To croile my obſequies and true loues right? 
What with a torch? muffle me night a whule. 
EmerRomeo and Peter, 
Ro, Give me the mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter, carly inthe morning | 
Sce thou deliucritto my Lordand Father, 
Giucmetheclight; vpon thy life I charge thee, 
What ercthou hearclt or (cell, ſtand all aloote, 
_ Anddonotinterrvpt we in my courſe, 
VVhy Ideſcend intothisLed of death, 
Is partly to b. hold my Ladies face: 
But chicfly to take thence from herdead finger, 
A precious Ring : a Ringthat I muſt vſe, 
In deare employment, therefore hence be gone; 
But if thou1calous doſt returne to prie | 
In what i farther ſhall intend co de, 
By heaucn I will teare thee 1oynt by ioynt, 
And (trew this hungry Church-yard with thy lms: 
Thetime and my intcncs are ſauage wilde, 
Morc ticrce and more incxorable tarre, 
Then cmpteT ygers,or the roaring ſea. 
Pet, 1 will be gone fir, and not trouble you, 
Ro. So ſhalt thou ſhew mefriend(hip, take thou that, 
Liuc and be proſperous, and farewell good fellow, 
Pet. Forall this ſame, ile hide me here about, 
His lookcs I feare, and his intents I doubt, 
eo, Thou dcteſtable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg d with the deareſtmortell of the carth: 
Thus | cnfor-e thy rocten Iawes to open, 
And in deſpizhtile cram thee with morefoed, 
Pa, T nis15:hatbaniſht haughtie Monnagne, 


T hat murdred my louesCouzin; with which gricfe, - . 
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T he moſt lament able T ragedic 
It is ſuppoſed the faire Creature died, 


Andhcreis come to do {ome villanous ſhame. 
To the dead bodies: | will apprehend him, 
Stop thy vnhallowed toyle, vile Mowntagne: 
Can vengeance be purſued further then deach? 
Condemned villaine, I do apprehend thee. 
Obcy and 50 with me, for thou mult die, 
kom, Il muit indeed, and theretore came I hithes, 
Good gentic youth, tempt not adeſperate man, 1 
Flic hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thele gone, 
I ctel.em attiight che, I beſcech thee Yourh, þ 
Putn-tan other finvpon my head, 
By vrying mcto turie,, O be gone, = 
By hcauen 11loue thee better then my ſelte, 
For 1 come hither armde again(t my ſelte: 
Stay not, be gone, live, and hercafter ſay, 
A mad mans mercy bid thee run away, 
Par. 1 do dehie thy com miſzeration, 
And apprehend thee tor aFellon here. 
Ro, Wiltthon prouoke me? then haue at thee boy, 
Y} O Lordihey fight, | will go call the Watch. | 
© Par, Olamilaine,itchou be mercifull, 
Opcn the Tombe, lay me with /«lver. 
| Rem. Inftaith1 will, let me peruſethis face, 
CAlriwtins kinfkman, Noble Countie Pare, 
VW hat ſaid my man, when my betoſled ſoule 
Did notattend l1m 1s we rode? I thinke 
He told me Parris thould haue married [wlwt, 
Said he nor ſo? or d1dI dreame it ſo? 
Or am 1 mad, hearing him talke of /w/ter, 
To thinke it was 10? O give me thy hand, 
One, writ with me 1n ſozvre mistor: uncs booke. 
He burte thee in a triumphant grauc. . | | 
-\ Grave; Ono, A Lanchorne; ſlaughtred Youth; 
For here hes /ahket and her beautie makes = 
Tis Vaulatcalting preſcacefullof light, 


Death: 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 


Death lie thou there by a deadman interd, - 
How ott when mcB areat the point of death, 
Hauc they beene merric? which their Keepers call 
Aligtining b:tore death? Ohhow may I 
Call this a lighrning? O my Loue, my wite, 
Death that hath ſuckt the honey of thy breath, 
Huth had no power yet vpon thy beautic: 
T hou art nor conquerd, beauties enſigne yet 
Is crymſon inthy lips, and 1n thy cheeks, 
And deaths pale tlag is nor aduanced there, 
Tybalt lyeſt thou there in thy bloudy theet? 
O what more fauour can I doto thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine; 
 Toſfander his that was thine enenue? 
Forgive me Couzen. Ah deare 1uls:t, 
V Vhy artthou yetſo fairc?I will beleeye, 
Shall 1 beleeue,that vnſubltanciall death 1s amorous? 
And thatthe leane abhorred monſter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his paramou:2 
Fortearc of that, I (till will ſtay with chee, 
Andncuer from thispallace of dyw night 
Depart agatne, come lic thou in my arme, 
Heer's to thy health, whereere thou tumbleſt in; 
Ocrue Apporhecarie! 
Thy drugs are quicke, Thus with a kiſle I die, 
Depart agaaine; herc, here will I remaine,. 
V Vith wormes thatare thy Chambermaides:O here 
VVill 1 fee vp my cuerlaſting reſt: 
And ſhakethe yoke of inauſpicious ſtarres 
From this world-wcaried fl: ſh,cyes looke your laſt: 
Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips, O you 
The doores ot breath, ſcale with arighteous kille 
A Gateleſle bargaineto ingroſsing death: 
Come hitter conduet, come ynſauory guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot, now atonce run on 
The daſhing Rocks, thy ſca-ficke weary barke: 
Hecr's to my Loue, O true Appothecary; 7 - 2 "ma 
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' The ſtony entrance of this Sepulchre? : 
 Whar meauee theſe maſterleſle agd goarie ſwords 


T he moſt lamentable T ragedie 
Thy drugs arc quicke. Thus with a kiſle T die. . 
Emer Frier wth Lamhorne,Crow aud Spade. 


. Fri, St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to night 
Jauc my od {cet ſtumbled at grauey? Whoes there? 


 Atax.. Heres one, afriend, andone that knowes you well. 


Fri Bitle bevpoen vou. Tell me good my fricnd 


| Whattorch is yond that vainely lends us light/ 


To.grubs and eyeleſle ſcullcs as Ldiſcerne,” 


IT: but racth inthe (+ apes monument. 
C1.as. It doth fo holy fir, &theres my raſter,one that you 
Fri, Whois 1g - - | (louc, 
CAlzn. Remco, | 
Tr, Howlong hath he bin theree 
 41as. Full halfe an houre, 
Fri, Go with me' to the Vault, 
Aſn. Idarcnot&Sir. | 
My Maſter knowes not but Iam gonehence, 
And tcaretully did menaceme with dcath, 
It 1 did ſtay to looke on his entents. 
Fri. Stay, thenile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 
OmuchlI tcare ſomeall vytickic thing. 
Ian, As Idid flecpdvnder this young tree here, 
I dreamt my maſter and anocher tought, 
And thatmy maſter flew him. 
Fri, Remco, 
Alacke alacke, what bloud is this which ſtaines 


Tolicdiſcolo'r dby thisplace of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale : who clſc, what Parss to0g 
And Itcept in blood? ah what an vakind houre 
Is guilticof this lamentavle chance? 


The Lady (lirs, | 
Iuls. © comfortable Frier, where ismy Lord? 
Idvremcmbser well where 1 ſhouldbe; | 


 Andthere Lam, where is my Reno? 


Fri, ] ieare lome noy (c Lady, comrfromthatneſk - of 


/ 


.'\ of Romeo and Tuliet. 
Of death,contagion, and ynnaturall ſ[cepe; 
A greater power |hcn we can contradict 
Hach thwarted our entents, Come,come away, 
Thy husbandin thy boſome there lies dead; 
An\ Paris tov, come ile diſpoſe of thee, 
Among a Siſterhood of holy Nunnes: 
Stay notto queltion, tor the watch is comming, 
Come, go good wit, 1 dareno longer ſtay. Ext. 
Iul. Go get thee hence, for | will not away, 
Whats herez a cup clo{dinmy true loues hand? 
Povyſon 1 ſec hath bin his timeleſſe end: 
O churle, drinke all, andlctt no friendly drop 
To heipemeatter, I will kille thy lips, 
Hupplic ſome poylon yetdoth hang on them, 
To make me dic with a reltoratiue. 
Thy lips are warmc. 
Enter Boy and Watch, 
Watch. Leade bov,wiich way? | 
uti. Yea noiſe? thenile be briefe. O happy dagger. 
Tis is thy ſheath, there rut aad let me dic. (burne, 
Witch boy, This is cheplace, there where the torch doth 
Watch, The ground is bloody, ſcarch a bout the churchyard, 
Go ſome of you, who ere you find attach, 
P:rritull ſight, here ies the Countieſlaine, 
And [a/zet bleeding, warme,andnewly dead: 
VVho here hath laine theſe crwo dayes buiied, 
Go tell the prigce, runne to the Capwtre. 
Raiſe VP the AMountagues, ſome ochers (earch, 
VVeſce the ground whereonthele woes dolye, 
But che true ground of all theſe pitcous-woes, 
We cannut wubout circumſtance deſcry. 
Emer Romeos man. 
Watch. Heres Romeos man, we found himin the Churchyard, 
Chiefe watch. Hold hiin (afetic, till the Priuce come hither. 
Enter Fr terand another Watchman, 


3 Hatch, Here isa Fries that trembles, fighes,and weepes, 
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The moſt lamentable Tragedie 


We tooke this Matrocke andthis ſpade from him, 
A; he was : ommins trom this Church-yard ſide, 
Ch f Warch.Agreatiuſptron, ſtay the Fricrtoogtoo; 
{mer the Pronce. 
* Prin, What miſ-ducnturess ſo early vp, 
That ca!lsour perſon trom our morning relt? 
Enter Capel, 
Ca What ſhould itbe that they ſo ſhrikeabro? '2 
W:fe,O che people in the ltreete crie Komes, 
Somme /ulher,and ſome Peris,andallrunne 
W ith open outcry to ward our Monument, 
Pr. What tcarcts this which itarrles in your Carece 
Watch, Soucratznc,herelics che Countic Pars llainc, 
And Remeo dea\izand Lalzge dead before, 
V Varme and new kild, | 
Ppm, Scarch,ſecke & know how this foule murder comes, 
Wat. Herc isa Frier,and Slaug hterd Romcer man, 
V Vith Inttiiments vpon them {it to open 
Theſe dead mens I ombes. 
| Enter C apulet and bis Wiſe; 
Ca. O heauen! O wifc looke how our daughter bleedes! 
ns d:zgocrhaca miltane,tor loc his houſe 
I; empty on the Lacke of Mounague, 
Andis mitheath d in my daughce s boſome. 
Wi. Ome,this hight ot acath,is as a Bell 
That warnes my old agetoafcpulcher. 
Futecr CMountagne, 
Pri. Come Mowntaganetur thou art carly vp 
To lice thy ſonne and terre now early downce, , 
Afexa, Alas my liege,my wile 1s Grad to night, 


Criete ot my ſoanes exate hath itopt her breath, 


V V hat further woe conſpire8agaiult my age? 
Prm, Looke and thou ihalt ſee. 
Afoan,Ochon vataught, whatmarmers is 1a this, 
To preſle before thy tather to a grauc? 
Prs. Seale vp the mouth of outrage fora whulcy - 


| Till we can cleare chels ambiguiues, And 
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of Romeo and luliet. 


And know their ſprine,their head their true deſcent, 

And then will I be generall of your woes, 

Andlcad youcuen to death,meanctime forbeare, 

And let miſchance bellaue to patience, 

Bring forth the parties of ſuſpition, 
Fri. TJamthe greateſtable to doeleaſt, 

Yet molt ſuſpected as the time and place 

Poth make againſt me of this dircfull murther:; 

And hearel ſtand both to impeach and purge 

My ſelte condemned, and my ſclte exculde, | 
Prin, Then fay at once what thou doſt know 11 this? 
Frier, I will bee briete for my ſhort date of breath 

Is not ſo long as 15atedious tale, 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that /uler, 

And ſhe there dead, thats Romeo: Faithfull wifes 

I married them, and their ſtolne marriage day 

Was 7:baltsdoomeſday, whoſe vntimelydeath 

Banithtthe new-made Bridegroome trom this Citie, 

For whom, and not for Twalr, Tulzt pin' d. 

You,torcmouethatſicge of griete from her 

| Betroth'd and would have married her pertotrce 

To County Paris. Ten comes ſhe to me, 

And with wild lookecs bid me deviſe ſome meanes 

To rid her fromthis ſecond marriage: 

Or in my Cell there would ſhekill her ſelfe. 

Then gaue Lher(ſo tuterd by my art) 

Aſlceping potion,which ſo tooke effect 

As Ilintcnded,for it wroughtonher 

The forme of death, meanec time I writ to Ronaes 

That he ſhould hither comeas this direnight 

To help to take her from her borrowed graue, 

Being the timethe potions force ſhouldcealc. 

But he which bore my letter, Frier John, 

Was ([taycd by accident, and yeſternight 

Returned my letter back,then all alone 

At the prefixed hower of her waking, 
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T he mo5t lamentable T ragedie 


Caroe I to takcher from her kindreas Vault, 


— Neeaningto keepe her clolely at my Cell, 


Ti!l 1 conuenicntly couldſend to Romeo, 
But when I came {ume minute ercthe times 
Other awaking,here vntimely lay, 

T be roble Parrs,and true Romeo dead. 


She wakes,and lentreatcd her come forth: 


And bearc this worke of heauen with patience: 
{ utth:cy anoife did {care me tromike Ton be, 


And the to2 deſperate would nor Foe with ine? 


Þut asztf.emes, d1d violence on her ſelfe. 


_ . Allthis I know.andto the marriageher Nurſe js pruuie2 
 Andit ought inchis miſcaried by my fault, 


[.ct mv 0id lite beacritic'd [cme hourebetore the time, 


'V nto the rigour otſeucreſt law- 


Prin, V Ve thil have knownethee fora holy man, 
VV licrs Kewcos manzwhat can he lay to this? 

Zalth,l brought my Maſter newes of [x{ets death, 

Ardileninpolihe came trom Mamma, 3 2 

] othis ſame place. Tothis lame monument 
T his letterÞ:c early bid me giuehis Father, 
And threatnedme with death,going inthe Vault, 
It 1 departed not,andleatt himchcre, 

Prm,Giie me the Letter 1 will lookeon it. 
V Vhereisthe Counties Pagethat raiſdthe V Vatch? 
Sirrah what made your tralterin this place? 

By. Hecame with flowers to ſtrew his Ladies graue, 


_ Andbidmelitandaloolc, andſo I did, 


Anon comes ore with lightto ope the Tombe, 
Andby and by my maiſter drew on him, 

And then | ran away to call the watch. «1 

Prin ' his Letter doth make goodthe friers words, 

'T heir courlc of Love the tiding of her death, 

And here he writes that he dd buy a poyſon 

Ot a poore Pothccarie, and there withall, 

Came to this Vault, rodieandlye with Aber, 

Where bothciecnemies ? Capulct, CHountagne? 


Tce 


of Romeo and [uliet. 


See what a ſcourgeis laide vpon your hate? 
Thatheaucn finds means to kil your ſoyes wigh louey 
And I for winking atyour diſcords too, | 
Hauelolt a bra{e of kinſmen, all are puniſht, 

Cap, O brother 4ountagae, giue me thyhang, 
Thisis my daughters1oynture, for nomore 
Can I dcmannd. 

4 torn. But can giugthee more, 
For I will raic her ſtatue in pure gold, 
T hat whiles Y erona by that name is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at thatrace be ſet, 
Astbat of true and faithtull wher. 

Cap. As rich ſhall Romeosby his Ladies lie, - 
Poore facrilices of our enfmrie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morging withit brings; 
The Sun for ſorrow will not they his head: 
Go hence to hawe more talkeof theſe ſad things, 
Some ſhall be pardoned, and ſome puniſhed, 
For neuer wasaſtorie of more woe, 
Then whis of /#/zct and her Romeo, 
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